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No.  l.  MY  COUNTRY,  'TIS  OF  THEE. 
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fathers  died !  Land  of  the  Pilgrim's  pride  !  From  every  mountain  side  Let  freedom  ring ! 
rocks  and  rills,  Thy  woods  and  templed  hills:  My  heart  with  rapture  thrills  Like  that  above. 
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3  Let  music  swell  the  breeze, 
And  ring  from  all  the  trees 

Sweet  freedom's  song; 
Let  mortal  tongues  awake; 
Let  all  that  breathe  partake; 
Let  rocks  their  silence  break,- 

The  sound  prolong. 


4  Our  father's  God !  to  Thee, 
Author  of  liberty, 

To  Thee  we  sing: 
Long  may  our  land  be  bright 
With  freedom's  holy  light; 
Protect  us  by  Thy  might, 

Great  God,  our  King ! 


No.  2. 


THE  PRATER  OF  HER  LOYAL  SONS. 

Tune. — "  My  Country,  'tis  ofTJiee." 


GREAT  God !  our  Father,  hear! 
Lend  now  thy  gracious  ear; 
To  thee  we  pray. 
Give  of  thy  bounteous  grace; 
Bless  of  mankind  each  race ; 
Let  all  thy  goodness  trace 

In  life's  dark  way. 
Great  God !  our  Father,  hear ! 
Teach  us  thy  name  to  fear 

In  holy  dread. 
Make  wars  and  strife  to  cease; 
Oh !  give  perpetual  peace; 
So  earth  shall  yield  increase 

Of  "daily  bread." 
Great  God !  our  Father,  hear ! 
Guide  all,  both  far  and  near, 

In  our  dear  land. 
In  Union,  strength  to  find; 
One,  both  in  heart  and  mind; 
O  God !  thy  people  bind 

In  love's  strong  band. 

Pennsylvania'' s 


4  Great  God !  our  Father,  hear ! 
While  for  our  country  dear 

We  wait  and  pray. 
Guard  from  invading  foe; 
Keep  from  intestine  woe; 
Some  good  for  "  token"  show, 

Thy  love  display. 

5  Great  God !  our  Father,  bear ! 
As  suppliants  we  appear 

Before  thy  throne. 
Let  not  the  foot  of  pride 
Come  near  us  to  abide; 
Be  thou  our  earthly  guide. 

And  lead  us  home. 

6  Great  God !  our  Father,  hear ! 
Make  thou  our  pathway  clear 

With  heavenly  light. 
Bless  thou  our  beauteous  land. 
While  we  as  brothers  stand, 
In  phalanx  firm  and  grand, 

To  guard  the  right. 

Centennial  Day  Hymn. 
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Dedicated  to  the  Republicans  of  »tp  Jersey,  fully  bent  on  being  the  Jianner  State 

in  Republican  gains. 

xo.  3.        BATTLE  HYMN  OF  THE  REPUBLIC. 


Words  by  Mrs.  J.  W.  HOWE. 
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1.  Mine  eyes  have  seen  the  glo -ry  of    the  com-ing  of   the  Lord;  He  is  trampling  out  the 
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vintage,  where  thegrapes  of  wrath  are  stored;  He  hath  loosed  the  fateful  lightning  of    His 
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ter  -  rible  quick  sword  ;'His  truth  is  marching  on. 


Glo  -  ry!  glo  -  ry!  Hal-le  -  lu  -  jah ! 
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Glo-ry !  glo-ry !  Halle 
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lu  -  jah  !  Glo-ry  ! 

J.  h 


lo-ry!  Halle  -  lu  -jah  !  His  truth  is  marching  on. 


2  I've  seen  Him  in  the  -watch-fires  of  a  hundred  circling  camps; 
The}'  have  builded  Him  an  altar  in  the  evening  dews  and  damps; 

'  I  can  read  His  righteous  sentence  by  the  dim  and  flaring  lamps; 
His  truth  is  marching  on. — Cno. 

3  I've  read  a  fiery  gospel  writ  in  burnished  rows  of  steel; 

As  ye  deal  with  my  contemners,  so  with  you  my  grace  shall  deal, 
Let  the  hero  born  of  woman,  crush  the  serpent  with  his  heel; 
His  day  is  marching  on. — Cho. 

4  He  has  sounded  forth  the  trumpet  that  shall  never  call  retreat, 
He  is  sifting  out  the  hearts  of  men  before  His  judgment  seat; 
Oh,  be  swift,  my  soul,  to  answer  Him !  be  jubilant  my  feet ! 

Our  God  is  marching  on. — Cho. 

5  In  the  beauty  of  the  lilies,  Christ  was  born  across  the  sea, 
"With  a  glory  in  His  bosom,  that  transfigures  you  and  me; 
As  He  died  to  make  men  holy,  let  us  die  to  make  men  free: 

"While  God  is  marching  on. — Cho. 


Dedicated  to  the  Republican  J'r«ss  of  the  Country,  that  always  spells  our  Nation 

with  a  big  y. — 

jzto.  4.  THE  BATTLE  HI  MS  OF  THE  CAMPAIGN 

OIF  I88O. 

MRS.  MARY  E.  KAIL.  Music,—  "  Ilattlo  Hymn  of  Ou  Republic" 

1  "  Mine  eyes  have  seen  the  glory  of  the  '  triumphs '  of  the  Lord," 
He  has  magnified  His  honor  where  His  glorious  truth's  ignored, 
He  has  wrought  a  mighty  working  by  His  gracious,  loving  Word, 

Our  God  is  marching  on. 

Chorus: — Heaven  guard  our  great  Republic, 
For  still  we're  marching  on. 

2  With  Him  for  our  Commander  we  will  fight  'neath  vict'ry's  sun, 
Shouting  "  glory  in  the  highest  "  for  the  work  that  He  has  done, 
For  He  helped  us  save  the  nation  from  the  war  of  '  sixty-one,' 

And  still  we're  marching  on. — Cho. 

3  Oh !  freeman  of  Columbia  have  you  counted  ail  the  cost, 
The  old  battle  song  is  ringing,  do  not  let  the  day  be  lost, 
As  we  onward  march  to  glory  every  one  of  you's  a  host, 

For  still  we're  marching  on. — Cho. 

4  Proclaiming  free  religion  with  itr  treasures  yet  untold, 

And  encouraging  industry — art  and  science,  to  unfold,  / 

We  will  see  the  man  who  labors  has  his  pay  that's  good  as  gold, 
For  still  we're  marching  on. — Cho. 

5  We'll  fight  again  old  rebel  foes  with  all  their  scheming  tricks, 
And  we'll  demonstrate  the  principles  of  glorious  "  seventy-six," 
We  will  carry  on  the  work  that  "  fifty-four"  began  to  fix, 

For  still  we're  marching  on. — Cho. 

6  It's  not  ancestral  blood,  but  Freedom  says  'we'll  educate,' 

So  we'll  make  the  child  of  humble  birth  co-equal  with  the  great, — 
And  we'll  show  the  world,  instead  of  war,  that  we  can  arbitrate, 
For  still  we're  marching  on. — Cho. 


Dedicated  to  the  Laboring  Jfan,  Honest,  Earnest,  his  Neighbor's  best  Friend. 

%o.  5.  THE  LOYAL  SONS  OF  TOIL. 

Rev.  F.  B0TT0ME.  Music,—"  Battle  Hymn  of  the  Republic. 

1  In  the  strength  of  God  Almighty,  in  the  consciousness  of  right, 
We  will  rally  round  our  standard  boys,  preparing  for  the  fight, 
And  with  truth  upon  our  banners  we  will  put  the  foe  to  flight, 

For  truth  is  marching  on. — Cho. 

2  We  know  no  line  of  color,  nor  of  section  in  our  land, 

For  no  servile  mark  of  bondage  of  the  cringeing  slave  shall  brand, 
Tor  Freedom's  common  birthright  is  the  boon  in  every  hand, 
For  truth  is  marching  on. — Cho. 

3  We  tread  not  now  the  battlefield  for  conquest  or  for  spoil, 
Nor  with  hatred  in  our  bosoms  to  invade  a  foeman's  soil, 
But  Freedom's  guerdon  give  to  every  loyal  son  of  toil, 

For  truth  is  marching  on. — Cho. 

4  In  driving  on  prosperity  let  ever  freeman  stand, 

With  a  freeman's  honest  daring  and  a  freeman's  vote  in  hand, 
Till  the  thunder  of  the  ballot-box  shall  echo  thro'  the  land, 
For  truth  is  marching  on — Cho. 


Dedicated  to  the  Great  A.rmy  of  Maimed  Soldiers  ever  bearing  the  Insignia  of  Honor* 

Xo.  6.    TENTING  ON  THE  OLD  CAMP  GROUND. 

"Onr  weary  hearts,  a  6ong  of  home, 
Aud  friends  we  love  so  dear.  ' 


—  9—g-> — 


Words  and  Music  by  WALTER  KITTREDGE. 


i, *~t* — w 


1.  We're  tent-ing  to   night  on    the    old  camp  ground. Give  us     a     song    to    cheer.   Our 

2.  We've  been  tenting  to -night  on   the    old  camp  ground, Thinking  of    days  gone    by,      of    the 
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wea  -  ry       hearts    a      song  of  home, 

loved  ones  at  home  that  gave   us  the  hand, 

_«_  0 *_  •  _« [--*-* * ff— 

-:~izx~p=p^i-  := 


friends     "  we    love     so 
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Ma  -  ny     are    the  hearts  that  are    wea-ry     to  night,    Wishing    for    the    war     to 
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Ma-ny  are  the  hearts  looking  for    the  right,    To    see    the  dawn  of  peace.     Tenting     to-night, 

Last  Verse.  Dying      to  night. 
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Tenting    to-night,  Tenting  on  the  old  camp  ground.     Uy  -  ing     on     the     old    camp  ground. 
Dying     to-night,    ( Omit.) 
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3  We  am  tired  of  wnr  on  the  okl  campground, 
Many  are  dead  and  prone; 
Of  the  brave  and  true  who've  left  their  homes, 
Others  been  wounded  lonir. 


T 

4  We've  been  fighting  to-day  on  the  old  camp 
Many  are  lyiii£r  near;  [ground.. 

Some  are  dead,  and  some  aredying, 
Many  are  in  tears. 


By  permission  of  O.  Ditson  &  Co,  owners  of  copyright. 


Dedicated  to  the  Republican*  of  Florida,  whose  majority  will  require  no 
Returning  Hoard. 

j?o.  7.         FOR  HONOR  AND  THE  RIGHT. 

F.  M.  CLARK.  Music. — "  Tenting  on  llw.  Old  Camp  Ground. 

1  We  are  marching  to  day  'neath  the  same  old  flag, 

We  carried  years  ago, 
When  we  sprang  to  the  call  of  our  country  dear, 
To  battle  with  its  foe. 
Chorus. — Many  are  the  hearts  that  are  waiting  for  day, 
Wait  its  coming  clear  and  bright, 
Many  are  the  votes  waiting  to  be  cast 
For  Garfield  and  the  right. 

Waiting  the  day,  waiting  the  day  : 
Waiting  on  the  old  camp  ground. 

2  We  are  working  to  day  with  a  strong  right  arm, 

Without  a  doubt  or  fear, 
We  will  keep  from  the  grasp  of  the  traitor  hand, 
The  flag  we  love  so  dear. — Cho. 

3  We  are  waiting  the  morn  when  the  sun  shall  rise, 

Upon  election  day, 
When  our  votes  shall  be  cast  for  a  loyal  man, 
Who  never  went  astray. — Cho. 

4  We  have  chosen  a  man  whom  we  love  and  trust, 

To  lead  us  in  the  fight, 
And  we  know  we  shall  win,  for  our  watchword's  first, 
For  Honor  and  the  Right. — Cho. 


Dedicated  to  the  Republicans  of  Connecticut ,  rallying  on  the  centre  as  in  1860. 

Wo.  8.     ALL  ARE  READY  FOR  THE  FRAY. 

F.  M.  CLARK.  '    Music, — "  Tramp,  tramp,  tramp.' 

1  In  the  Union  ranks  we  stand  with  our  comrades  brave  and  grand, 

Touching  elbow  as  we  march  upon  the  foe, 
Every  heart  is  light  and  gay,  all  are  ready  for  the  fray, 
That  shall  sweep  the  Democrats  way  down  below. 

Chorus. — Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  the  boys  are  marching, 
Onward  for  the  cause  of  right, 
And  with  Garfield  at  our  head,  we  to  victory  are  lead, 
While  the  rebel  crew  are  beaten  out  of  sight. 

2  They  now  wear  the  ■  blue  '  we  know,  but  it  is  the  same  old  foe, 

That  once  fired  upon  our  flag  in  Charleston  Bay, 
But  that  tx*ick,  it  is  too  thin,  like  the  ass  in  lion  skin, 

Their  long  ears  stick  out  and  give  the  thing  away. — Cho. 

3  In  the  years  that  have  long  gone,  we  remember  what  they've  done, 

How  they  tried  our  glorious  Union  to  destroy, 
But  within  these  twenty  years,  they  have  lived  in  bitter  tears, 
While  Republicans  have  shouted  loud  with  joy. — Cho. 

4  Thus  'tis  ever  sure  to  be,  for  the  God  of  Liberty, 

Battles  for  us  with  an  army  great  and  strong, 
And  the  traitors  shameful  boast  to  perdition  shall  be  cast, 
For  the  Right  shall  ever  triumph  o'er  the  wrong. — Cho. 


No.  9. 


Col.  T.  K.  P. 


Dedicated  to  the  Loyal  of  the  South. 

COLUMBIA'S  WARNING. 

"Rebellion  in  this  land  snail  lose  bis  sway. 
Meeting  the  check  of  such  another  day.  "        Col.  T.  K.  PREUSS,  Miss. 
i.  e.  Appomattox,  April  9th,  1865.  Shakspeare. 
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Hark!  hark!    the  voice     of  deep   com  -  mo  -  tion,        Like   dis  •   tant  than  -  der's  mutt'ring 
Free  -  men,     a  -  wake  !  the  hour's  ap-proach-ing,      When    pa  •  triots    at     their  post  must 
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sound,  Comes  rumbling   o'er  deep  vale  and  moun  -  tain, 
stand,     For    Freedom    in  death's  throe  is   bleed  -  ing 


That  Free-dom's  bleeding  form    is 
Throughout  this  broad  and  love  •  ly 
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bound.      Co  •  lum-bia's  brow  once  pure  and  pla-cid,  As  calm  up -on     a  sum-raer  sea,  Now 

land.     'Twassaid    of   old,  "Look  to     the  Sen -ate,"     Look  to  the  House,  ye  patriots,  all,  Look 
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weeps     in   teare     of    bit  -  ter    sor  -  row, 
to      your  Coun  -  try.wounded,  strug-gling, 


L)       J       2     *       * 
O'er  sons      of     hers   not  yet  made    free. 
Be  -ware  1    Be-ware !  1  the  trai  •  tor      call. 
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Hark!  hark!  hear  ye 


Co-lum-bia's  warn-ing, 


Like  dis  -  tant  thunder's  mutt'ring  sound,  Be  - 
p  y  I       y     P     P    y     P 

tZ  6as*o  marcato. 


COLUMBIA'S  WARNING— Concluded. 
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ware!     be -ware!  the  trai  -  tor     ris  -  lng, 


For    Free  -  dom's  bleeding  form  they've  bound. 
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3  To  battle  fiercely,  noble  patriots, 

Guard  heroes'  graves  that  saved  our  land; 
Their  life-blood  gave  as  bravest  soldiers, 

While  fighting  traitors  hand  to  hand. 
Then  face  the  foe  that  seeks  your  ruin, 

With  hearts  intent  on  ev'ry  right; 
Bring  out  the  hosts  of  truths  defenders, 

March  to  the  polls  in  noblest  might.— Cho. 


■i  Our  Hag  that  floats  in  pride  and  glory, 

Will  hide  its  blushing  face  in  shame, 
For  traitors  at  its  life  still  aiming, 

Would  rob  it  of  its  once  proud  name. 
Our  Father's  pride,  Oh,  starry  banner, 

Thy  brilliant  hues  let  no  one  mar; 
Aye,  death  to  him  who'd  dare  to  tarnish. 

One  glorious  stripe  or  radiant  star. — Cho. 


JVo.  10. 


Dedicated  to  Jejf.  Davis,  president  of  a  late  confederacy. 

MY  HEART'S  HOME-LAND. 


Such  is  the  patriot's  boast  where'er  we  roam; 
His  first,  best  country  ever  is  his  own. 

Goldsmith:  Traveller. 
h.  FAYETTE  SYKES,  Elmira,  N.  Y. 
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1.  Is     there    hu  -  man  kind     so  strange  -  ly  mad      With    Free  -  dom's  home  so 

2.  Who    is      he        a      blast  -  ed     trai  -  tor    be,      To        birth  -  right  all      nn  - 
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na  -  tive    land,  'Gainst  my    na  -  tive  land.  'Gainst  my  own  dear     na  -  tive    land, 
na  -  tive    land  !  Our  own    na  -  tive  land  !  Our    own  dear  -  est       na  -  tive    laud ! 


r*    r* 


§iS: 


*=f 


-#-! — 0 

—0-- 0- 


=^Eg=g£g 


u       p      u 

I,  on  Freedom's  blessed  bosom  nursed, 

Her  milk's  made  strong  my  hand, 
Can  I  crush  thy  mother  heart  to  dust  ? 

Oh,  my  native  land  !  Oh  my  native  land  ! 

Oh,  my  osvn  dear  native  laud! 
Thou  hast  wooed  me,  sweetheart,  Liberty, 

And  wed  at  love's  command  j 
Can  I  smite  my  love,  iwt  palsied  be  ? 

My  beloved  land  !  My  beloved  land  1 

My  own  dear  beloved  land ! 


5  Thou  dost  fold  my  loved  ones  precious  dust. 

Who've  met  dread  death's  demand, 
Curs'd  be  me  if  I  guard  not  their  rest ; 
Thou  my  native  land!  Thou  mv  native-land! 
Thou  my  own  dear  native  laud. 

6  Oh  !  thou  traitor  heart !  thou  hell's  own  night ! 

Thou  woe  !  thou  pest !  thou  damn'd  ! 
Rot  thy  name  !  all  ages  do  thee  spite  ! 
So  my  native  land"!  So  my  heart'i  home-land, 
Shall" have  re6t,  dear  native  land! 


Dedicated  by  the  Central  Campaign  Committee  of  Xeie  Tork,  to  the  Writers  of  Patriotic 
Words  and  Music,  the  real  Law-Makers  of  the  Land. 

JTo.  11.  vita  L'AMERICA. 


''  Give  me  the  making  of  the  ballads  of  a  nation 
And  I  care  not  who  makes  the  laws." 

A.  Fletcher. 


H.  Millard. 


1.  No  -  ble 

2.  Should    ev 


of  lands,   Fore-most 
the  land,  Cursed  be 


of 

his 
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na  -  tions, 
home-stead— 


To       all     her      he    -    roes — Ju3  -  tice     and  Fame,     To      all     her      foes,       a 

r~>— is? 
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Co  -  lam-bia  stands —  Freedom's  proud  ban-ner  floats  in  the  skies,  Where  shouts  of 
withered  his  hand — Shame,  be  his  mem-ory,  scorn  be  his  lot — -  Ex  -  He,  his 
trai-tor's  foul  name;   Our  "Stripes  and  Stars''  still  proudly  shall  wave,     Em-  blem     of 
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Lib  -  er  -  ty     dai  -  ly       a  -  rise 
her  -   i  -  tage,  his  name,   a    blot ! 
Lib  -  er  -  ty,   flag    of  the  brave ! 


•U  -  n i  -  tod  we  stand,  di  -  vid  -  ed  we  fall." 
'U  -  ni  -  ted  we  stand,  di  -  vid  -  ed  we  fall." 
'U  -  ni  -  ted     we  stand,  di  -  vid  -  ed    we    fall," 
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ilUn  -  ion      for  -  ev    -    er"   free-dom      to     ail! 

Grant- ing       a     home     and    free-dom      to     all!      Throughout    the   world      our 

Glad   -   ly     we'll    die         at      our    coun -try's  call; 
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"i  -  va  L'A-mer-i  -  ca,  Home  of    the  free. 


Throughout  the  world  our  mot-to   shall  be 
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o-    Have  we  among1  us  one  man  so  base, 
»?,       Honor  he'd  barter  for  power  and  place  ? 
*  Hero'  of  Gettysburg  !  see  your  stand  ! 
Faded  your  laurels — palsied  your  hand  ! 
"United  we  stand" — "divided  we  fall," 
"Union  forever" — "Freedom  for  all" — 
Patriots  will  stand  for  true  liberty, 
Crushing  each  traitor  snake  where'er  he  be. 

f'.v  porrnisejon  of  U.  Millard,  Author  and  Composer. 


Dedicated  to  the  Republican*  of  Indiana.,  fired  by  the,  Patriotic  H-pifirit  of  their  old 
War  Governor.      Victory  in  in  the  air! 

JTo.  12.   STILL  FIGHTING  FOR  THE  UNION. 

MRS.  MARY  E.  KAIL.  Muaic,— "  Battle  cry  of  Frwiam,." 

1  Oh,  the  freemen  of  the  nation  are  out  in  grand  array, 

Shouting  the  battle  cry  of  Freedom  : 
They're  a  band  of  noble  men  and  are  sure  to  win  the  day, 
Shouting  the  battle  cry  of  Freedom. 
Cho  : — With  Garfield  and  Arthur !  they're  marching  along  ! 
Brave  men  and  loyal  join  in  the  song  : 
Oh,  the  freemen  of  the  nation  are  sure  to  win  the  day, 
Shouting  the  battle  cry  of  Freedom. 

2  They  are  fighting  for  the  Union  as  bravely  as  of  yore, 

Shouting  the  battle  cry  of  Freedom  : 
In  the  mighty  power  of  right  they  wrill  conquer  millions  more, 
Shouting  the  battle  cry  of  Freedom . 
Cho  : — With  Garfield  and  Arthur!  hurrahs  in  the  air! 
Victory's  glory,  high  lift  the  star  : 

Oh,  they're  fighting  for  the  Union  they'll  conquer  millions  more, 
Shouting  the  battle  cry  of  Freedom. 

3  They  are  fighting  for  the  Union  the  grandest  ever  made, 

Shouting  the  battle  cry  of  Freedom  : 
They're  inspired  from  heav'n  above  and  can  never  be  dismayed, 
Snouting  the  battle  cry  of  Freedom. 
Cho  : — With  Garfield  and  Arthur !  we'll  honor  the  star ! 
Down  with  the  traitor  !  sounds  ev'rywhere  : 
Oh,  they're  fighting  for  the  Union  they'll  never  be  dismayed, 
Shouting  the  battle  cry  of  Freedom. 

4  When  the  Union  was  at  war  with  the  enemies  of  right. — 

Shouting  the  battle  cry  of  Freedom  : 
These  our  gallant  leaders,  then,  were  the  foremost  in  the  fight, 
Shouting  the  battle  cry  of  Freedom. 
Cho  : — With  Garfield  and  Arthur !  the  noble  and  true  ! 
Pledged  for  the  Union,  Red  White  and  Blue  : 
They  will  lead  to  glorious  vict'ries,  all  freedom's  host  for  right, 
Shouting  the  battle  crv  of  Freedom. 


Wo.  13.  BATTLE  CRY  OF  FREEDOM. 

As  sung  by  the  '  Solid  '  South. 

1  We  will  smash  the  Union,  boys,  and  establish  slavery, 

Shouting  the  battle  cry  of  Freedom, 
We  will  starve  Yankee  soldiers,  and  tickle  Liberty, 
Shouting  the  battle  cry  of  Freedom. 

Cho. — 'Tis  slavery  forever,  hurrah,  boys,  hurrah! 
Down  with  the  Yankees,  up  icith  the  'bars,' 
While  we  ostracize  the  loyal  and  murder  thousands  more, 
Shouting  the  battle  cry  of  Freedom. 

2  We'll  repudiate  our  debts,  boys,  we've  borrowed  from  the  North, 

Shouting  the  battle  cry  of  Freedom, 
We  will  burn  the  'public  schools,'  and  we'll  drive  (tie  niggers  forth, 
Shouting  the  battle  cry  of  Freedom. — Cho. 


Xo.  14. 


Dedicated  to  Abraham  Lincoln,  our  Martyr  President. 

THE  IRON  CLAD  OATH. 


Section  1756,  Revised  Statutes. 


L.  FAYETTE  SYKES. 

Allegretto  energice. 


Music,  "Watch  on  the  Rhine." 
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1.  Dear  na  -  tive  land,  with  lift  -  ed  hand,  Be-fore    my  God  and  man     I  stand,  With 
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love     for  thee,     all   wit  -  ness  me —     I     swear  true  faith  and  loy  -  al   -    ty. 
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Columbia  dear,  there's  none  more  true,My  life,  my  all     I  pledge  to  you,     Dear  land, dear 
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3  faith  -  ful  guard. 
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na-tive  land,  'tis  my     re -ward,     To   live  and   die    as  Freedom's  faith  -  M  guard. 
—.-& r%- — F F — r'-'-F — F ' — rS "5: — ■-® — 


2  Oh  spirits  of  the  heroes  dead, 

By  Freedom's  mighty  impulse  led, 

For  me  thy  bloody  sacrifice, 

By  blood  I  swear  to  guard  the  prize.— Cho. 

3  "When  battle  lashed  and  traitor  torn, 
And  fever'  burned  and  famine  worn, 
Deceived  and  wrecked  by  selfish  man, 

Be  sure  no  wiles  my  oath  can  span. — Cuo. 


4  A  mighty  host  rejoice  in  thee, 

Tis  Freedom's  host  of  brave  and  free; 
Proud  hearts  at  mention  of  thy  fame, — 
All  swear  by  blood  to  guard  thy  name. -Cho. 

5  The  noble  women  join  the  throng, 
For  earnest  work  and  prayer  and  song, 
In  witness  of  their  pledge  to  thee, 
Dear  land,  the  home  of  Liberty.— Cho. 


Dedicated  to  the  Delegates  of  the  Chicago  Convention,  who  displayed  the  nobility  of 

Freedom' 8  Sons. 


FREEDOM'S  BOWER.— HAIL  TO  GARFIELD ! 


No.  15. 


'  Its  not  ancestral  bloo<l  but  Freedtoiil  says  '  well  educate  : ' 
So  the  child  of  humble  birth  in  made  co-equal  with  the  great. 


By  BESSIE  BEECH. 

It  is  not  glory  birth  beget3, 

In  royal  powers  or  tilled  name. 
Or  lineage  proud  in  landed  rank, 

That  lifts  Ohio's  son  to  fame. 
It  is  not  great  ancestral  gifts, 

It  is  not  name3  of  sovereign  sires — 
Not  all  of  these  combined  could  make 

A  statesman  by  her  humble  fires. 

There  is  a  dower  for  rich  and  poor 

Won  by  our  sires  at  Bunker  Hill, 
A  loyal  legacy  and  trust 

The  humblest  may  aspire  to  fill. 
Each  state  where  waves  our  starry  flag 

May  clasp  in  true  fraternal  folds 
Her  sons  of  toil,  her  freeborn  sires, 

And  will  them  all  that  Freedom  holds. 

Hnil  we  to  one  whose  humble  way 

By  his  own  will  was  gemmed  with  light, 
By  whose  brave  toil,  and  words  and  deeds, 

He  came  to  be  our  Nation's  right. 
Self  made  because  with  toil-worn  hands 

He  carved  his  way — he  wrote  his  name, 
The  feeblest  instruments  of  fate, 

He  turned  to  Freedom's  noblest  fame. 


TCNE,— "  Walch  on  th>,  Want." 

4  Hail  we  to  Garfield,  chieftain  hail ! 

True,  temperate  patriot  proudly  now, 
Thy  aged  mother  greets  her  son, 

And  kisses  tenderly  thy  brow. 
Hail  with  thy  lineage,  Liberty  ! 

Hail,  for  the  Nation  owns  thy  worth ; 
Rank,  fame,  possession's  arduous  trust, 

Have  broad  significance  as  earth. 

5  Hail !  let  Ohio's  famous  flag, 

Star  after  star,  set  on  thy  brow, 
Each  one  a  gem  intrust  to  thee, 

Worn  sacredly  henceforth  as  now. 
Hail,  let  the  Nation's  pulses  thrill 

Her  loyal  heart  responsive  beat — 
When  Union  boys  fall  into  line, 

They  conquer,  but  they  ne'er  retreat! 

6  Hail,  noble  statesmen,  in  whose  heart 

The  creed  of  right  has  been  enshrined. 
And  Liberty  a  cenotaph 

As  high  and  broad  as  all  mankind ! 
Each  loyal  heart  a  shrine  can  make, 

And  honestly  write  Garfield's  name, 
Not  as  a  monarch's,  but  a  man 

Who's  worthy  of  the  brightest  fame ! 


Dedicated  to  the  National  Republican  Committee,  our  Honored  Leaders  in  this  fight 

for  Good  Government, 

HOLD  FAST  OUR  PARTY  TRIUMPHS! 


No.  16. 


A.  WOOD. 


{See  first  -plank  in  Republican  Platform.) 

"  The  storm  is  out  :  the  land  is  roused; 
Where  is  the  coward  who  sits  well  housed?  " 


My  countrymen,  look  you  with  care, 

O'er  our  eventful  past, 
Look  where  our  Party's  footsteps  tire, 

And  hold  its  triumphs  fast. 
Our  Union's  safe,  sealed  with  the  blood 

Shed  in  stern  battle's  rage, 
Swear  it  shall  stand  as  it  has  stood, 

Our  children's  heritage. 

Sweet  Peace  now  waves  her  banner  bright 

O'er  valley,  hill,  and  glen, 
Peace,  crowned  by  triumph  of  the  Right, 

Peace,  won  by  loyal  men. 
O'er  all  the  land  the  blessing  spreads, 

Good  times  have  come  once  more, 
Prosperity  with  victory  weds, 

And  smiles  from  shore  to  shore. 


Tune — "  Atdd  Lang  Syne. 

3  The  Nation's  credit's  good  as  gold, 

The  Nation's  debt  decreased, 
The  Nation  traitors  would  have  sold, 

Their  spite  and  greed  to  feast- 
The  slave  is  fetterless  and  free, 

The  trade  in  souls  is  done, 
This  dark  disgrace  no  more  shall  be 

A  spot  upou  our  sun. 

4  Our  dead  lie  scattered  far  and  near, 

Their  names  shall  never  die, 
For  them  we  shed  the  heartfelt  tear, 

For  theirs'  we  pledge  supply. 
Rebellion  now  its  tactics  veers 

To  reach  the  longed  for  shore, 
But  we  can  beat  their  Brigadiers,— 

We  did  it  00*0  before. 


Dedicated  to  the  Colored  Republicans,  true  through  every  trial. 

No.  17.  EQUAL  RIGHTS  TO  ALL. 

"Equal  and  exact  justice  to  all  men,  of  whatever  state  or  persuasion,  religions  or  political." 

Thomas  Jepfrson. 


MARY  L.  SHERMAX. 


Welch  National  Tune. 


Har.  bv  JOHN  THOMAS. 
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Men     of     Uu  -  ion,  look    be  -  fore    you,  Peace  has  come  and  will     re  -  store  you ; 
Prej  -   u  -  dice     re-treats  in    won  -  der,  That    its  bands  are  burst    in    sun  -  der, 
„  j    Thou  who    a  -    ny    sec  -  tion  wrongest,  Know  that  freedom's  call     is  strongest, 


Free  -  dom,  countless  hosts  can  scat  -  ter,  Free-  dom  thick  -  est  walls  can  bat  -  ter, 
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Echoes  loud-ly  waking, 
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Bright'ning  skies  are  bending  o'er  you,  See  ye    not  the  light? 

Jus-tice  with  the  voice  of  thun-der,Eaeh  man  to    his  right. 

Freedom's  cour-age  last3  the  long-  est,  Bid-ing  with  the  right,    i     .  ,      ;     w '• . 

Freedom  stoutest  mail  can  shat -ter,  Jus-tice     is     her  might.)    AU-ar_CDy  1S  aj-mj 
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Hill  and  val  -  ley  shaking,  Till  the  sound  spreads  vide  around, 
Ig  -  norance  is     fly-ing,  Might  hath  joined  its  hand  with  right, 
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Par  -  ti  -  sans  courage 
Fraud     in    dust  is 


breaking,  'Gainst  treachery 
ly  -  ing,     0     men      of 
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sail  -  ing.     For  -  ward  press  with 
sec  -  lion.  'Gainst  all  treach'rous 


heart  un  -  fail  -  ing,  Till  false  men   shall  learn  with  quailing.  Right  belongs  to     all. 
dis  -  af-  fee -tion  Band, and  this    be  your    e-  lec-tion,    E  -  qual  rights  to     all. 
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Dedicated  to  the  *'Ku  iKl-x,"  "Whilr   Liners,"  "Home  Kuleri,"  "Chit/holm 


JVo.  IS. 


Murderers,"  &c,  &c. 


"BEST  CITIZENS  OF  KEMPER  COUNTY." 


M.  A.  HYATT. 


1  Cease,  bells  of  Freedom,  ceane  I 
Uusli,  bitpi»y  BOiigrf  of  peace.'* 


HARRISON  MILLARD. 
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Ho!  members  of   the   mob  and    jury,    j 
Ex  -  permits  of    Sa  -  tan  -  ic      fury,     f 
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f    (  Wo  drink  your  health  in    liq  -  ui'l  fire.       | 
f  "j  Weshout vournamesin  laughter  dire,      f 
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"We  hov-er  round  and  own   you  brothers, 
We  know  your  fathers  and  your  mothers; 


We  nev-er  leave  you  nor  for-sakeyou, 
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It  won't  be  long  be-fore  we'll  take  you, 
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Oh  Butchers    by    the  Dev  -  il's  boun- 
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i  -  zens    of  Kemper  County 


Hail !  Hail !  Hail ! 

<9 r<5>- 


Hail!    Hail! 
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We  have  j'our  future  in  our  keeping, 
We  grin  above  you  while  you're  sleeping, 
And  walk  behind  you  when  you're  waking, 
Our  unseen  fingers  at  you  shaking. 
We're  always  under  marching  orders, 
And  round  and  round  your  foul  State's  border; 
We  walk,  or  run,  as  we  may  find  you, 
But  day  or  night  we're  just  behind  you, 
Oh !  Murderers  by  the  devil's  bounty, 
'•Best  citizens  of  Kemper  County," 

Hail !  Hail !  Hail !  Hail !  Hail !  Hail ! 


Ye  do  your  master's  work  so  well 
There's  thunderous  applause  in  hell: 
And  scarcely  can  we  wait  to  meet  you, 
We're  all  anxiety  to  greet  you; 
It  may  be  one  year,  may  be  ten ; 
But  you  are  coming  sure,  and  then, 
When  thro'  your  blood-stained,  perjured  souls 
The  sentence  of  your  judgment  rolls, 
"Best  citizens  of  Kemper  County," 
You'll  get  'back  pay"'  with  devil's  bounty, 
Hail !  Hail !  Hail !  Hail !  Hail !  Hai! ' 


Dedicated  to  the  Republican  Chorus  Choirs  of  the  Campaign  of  1880.— Shout  aloud  for 

Victory. 

No.  19.   ONWARD  !  COMRADES,  ONWARD  ! 


P.  M.  C. 


l S 0 0 J J— L«S*. 


"Not  in  silence  and  in  fear, 
They  shook  the  depths  of  Democratic  gloom, 
With  their  hymns  of  lofty  cheer.''  P.  M.  CLARKE. 
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1.  Onward  !  comrades,  onward  !  Our  cause    is  right  and  just,   The    foe    is  now   be  - 

2.  Onward!  comrades,  onward!  Press  for  -  ward  hi  your  might,  And  keep  a- loft    the 

3.  Onward  !  comrades,  onward!  one  hundred  years  are  spaim'd,  Since  Freedom  built  her 
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fore  us,  But  con  -  quer  them  we  must,  Our  standard  raise  to  kiss  the 
old  flag,  Its  col  -  ors  ev  -  er  bright,  Stand  firm  and  strong  nor  fear  dis  ■ 
tern  -  pie      To    lion  -  or     our    dear    land,       A     hun-dred  years!  their  voi-ces 
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Our     lea  -  der 

Brave  Gar  -  field 

To      pa  -  triot 
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calls !        Forward,  March  !  On ! 

leads,        Forward,  March  !  On  ! 

sons.         Forward,  March  !  On  ! 
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Then  shout    a  - 

Raise  high     a  - 

The     foe   shall 
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loud  our  rallying  cry, 
bove  our  rallying  cry, 
fly         be  -  fore  your  cry, 
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To   Victory  On!  To  Victory    On!  Then  shout  a  - 

To  Victory  On!  To  Victory    On!  Raise  high    a- 

To  Victory  On!  To   Victory    On!    The   foe  shall 
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loud 
bove 

fly 


our  ral- lying  cry,  To  Vic  -  tory  On! 
our  ral  -  lying  cry,  To  Vic  -  tory  On  ! 
be  -  fore    your     cn\ —   To      Vic  -  tory    On  ! 


To  Vic  -  tory  On ! 
To  Vic  -  tory  On  ! 
To    Vic  -  tory  On  ! 
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Dedicated  to  the  "  Jlaslard  Reformers,"  "  Cipher  Alley,"  "  itulldover,"  and  "  Xitrue 

Ji.lllot-  lUur   Slllffr.r*." 


Xo.  20. 


DEMOCRACY  ARRAIGNED. 


Col.  T.  K.  PREUSS.  Aiu— "  Maryland,  my  Maryland." 


j.  c.  J. 
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>o  -  mo  -  cra-cy !    As    I  your  dark  deedi 
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1.  Come  lis-ten  to  my  sad  refrain,  Dc-mo-cra-cy  !  De  -  mo -era-cv!    A3    I  your  dark  deed* 
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now  arraign.  De-mo-cracy !   De  -  mo-cra-cy !  What  did  you  do    be  -  fore  the  War?  What 
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did  you  do  when  in  the  War?  What  have  you  done  now  since  the  war?  Democracy!  Democracy! 
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2  By  stealing  all  our  arms  you  saw, 

Democracy !  Democracy ! 
That  you  would  bring  on  Civil  War, 

Democracy !  Democracy ! 

You  struck  your  blow  at  Sumter's  Fort, 

And  furled  our  Flag  'mid  death's  report, 

And  then  let  loose  your  mad  cohort, 

Democracy !  Democracy ! 

,• 

3  And  when  the  War  was  going  on, 

Democracy !  Democracy ! 
You  did  your  best  our  Boys  to  warn, 

Democracy !  Democracy ! 
You  told  them  that  they'd  ne'er  come  back 
If  that  they  took  the  Southern  track. 
They  passed  you  all  by  with  a  Wliack, 

Democracy !  Democracy! 
A  At  last  you  met  in  grand  array, 

Democracy !  Democracy ! 
And  swore  you'd  put  this  War  away, 

Democracy !  Democracy  ! 
You  said  our  efforts  were  in  vain, 
The  South  would  never  yield  again, 
But  make  huge  mountaius  of  our  slain, 

Democracy !  Democracy ! 
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By  giving  aid  and  comfort  too, 

Democracy!  Democracy! 
You  strengthened  much  the  "  Rebel "  crew 

Democracy !  Democracy ! 
You  made  them  feel  while  in  the  font, 
That  in  their  cause  there  laid  the  right, 
And  nerved  them  on  in  valor's  might, 

Democracy !  Democracy  !      s 

What  have  you  done  now  since  the  War? 

Democracy !  Democracy ! 
That  you  should  come  now  and  make  law? 

Democracy !  Democracy ! 
You  still  refuse  us  equal  rights, 
To  vote  on  free  Columbia's  heights, 
And  give  us  education  lights. 

Democracy !  Democracy ! 

Some  people  say  we  should  forget, 

Democracy !  Democracy ! 
That  ere  we  have  in  battle  met, 

Democracy !  Democracy ! 
With  aching  hearts  we  will  forget, 
And  all  your  treason jiow  regret, 
But  still  we  cannot  trust  you  yet, 

Democracy  !  Democracy ! 


Dedicated  to  the  Republican  Party,  Victor  in,  Irrepressible  Conflict*,  going  on  from 
Glory  to  Qlortj  in  alt  its  Works  and   Wars. 

No.  21.  ALL    HAIL  !  REPUBLICAN   LEGION  ! 


L.  F.  8. 


'  With  malice  toward  none,  with  charity  to  all,  with  firmness 
in  the  right,  let  us  finish  the  work  we  are  in." — 

Abraham  Lincoln.        L.  FAYETTE  SYKES. 


1.  All    bail!  thou    niiglit-y     le  -  gion,  mill  -  ions  strong,    Equiped  and    marshalled 
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e  -  lee  -  tion's  figlit,  Thy  hosts  to 
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be  -  lone;,    And 
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al  -  ways  triumphs  in    the  mi<iht  of   right. 
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In  -  spired    by      all   that's  <jood  and 
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great  and  true,    The  common  cause    of  man  still  moves  thy  heart;   Thy  works  and 
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wars,  and  songs  thy  zeal  re -new,  Ne'er  yielding  wrong  the  power  that  right  imparts. 
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ALL  HAIL  !  REPUBLICAN.— Concluded. 


CHORUS.    Tempo  di  mar via 


2  Republican.?,  long  live  th'  old  party  league 

That  helps  the  weak,  and  sots  the  bondman  free, 
And  tires  the  people's  hope,  o'erthrows  intrigue, 

And  breaks  the  sword,  so  bitter  foes  agree. 
Thy  fatherly  protection  o'er  our  'life,' 

And  'liberty,'  and  seeking  'happiness,' 
Secures  us  'equal  rights'  in  highest  strife, 

Towards  glory's  goal— eternal  blessedness. — Cho. 

3  Republicans,  you  stemmed  the  stormful  wild, 

Rebellion's  fiercest  fury  ever  hurled  ; 
And  o'er  war's  woes  and  toinls  great  victories  piled, 

In  civilizing  acts  that  bles3  a  world. 
The  fearful  cost  is  paid  without  complaint, 

Or  farthing  of  indemnity's  demand  : 
Nor  penalty  for  traitor's  blighting  taint; 

'Twas  only  "  save  the  dear  beloved  land." — Cho. 

4  Our  Land  fills  well  a  continental  throne  ; 

Her  elevating  powers  o'erreach  the  sea; 
Republicans,  be  thou  Premier  alone  ; 

She  hails  thee  faithful  guard  of  Liberty. 
She  bids  thee  take  the  banner  of  the  free, 

And  lead  the  mighty  host  through  all  the  fight, 
That  bow  of  hope  lift  high,  and  ail  shall  see 

It  full  of  beaming  stars  of  heav'n's  own  light— Cho. 


Dedicated  to  Robert  Toombs,  who  desires  his  name  ever  to  stand  as  a  Traitor^ 

xo.  22.  ALL  GONE  TO  SMASH  !    0  BOO-HOO  ! 


W.  A.  CROFFUT. 


"What  I  meant  to  say  was,  the  victory  of  the  Northern 
Armies  was  the  death  of  the  Union."    Robebt  Toombs. 


L.  FAYETTE  SYKEb. 


1    j  There  was       a    hold  war-  rior,    in    Grlor  -  gia    did  dwell,    j 
"|  He       had     but  one   hob  -  by,  I've     oft  -   en  heard  till:     j 
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Robyert,      Some  seven-ly    years    old,      And  he     said,  "  Oh  the     Un  -  ion's  dead 
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CHORUS. 


cor  -  pus    is    cold. . 
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0  boo-hoo,  0  boo-hoo-A-wah-hoo-a-luiy,The    In  -  ion    is 
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per  -  ished   and      van-ished 
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a  -  way:      Let     croc  -  o-   diles  weep    and     rhi 
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no- cer- hoss-es  bray,  That  we    live    to     be- hold  this  un  -  for  -  tu- nate    day. 
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2  There  can  be  no  freedom  or  union  until 
Each  master  can  wallop  his  niggers  at  will; 
When  Yankee  hordes  put  the  confederates  down, 
They  ended  forever  the  Uni-i-owu. 


3  There  can't  be  a  nation  that's  solid  indeed, 
Unless  every  state  has  a  right  to  secede; 
0  no  other  Union  is  wanted  down  here, 
And  for  it  I  fight  like  a  bold  Brigadier. 


Dedicated  to  the  Republican.*  of  New  York,  ever  equal  to  JCmergencUa. 

No.  23.      THE  STAR-SPANGLED  BANNER. 

Words  by  FRANCIS  8.  KEY. 
Con  snirito. 
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1.  Oh!  say      can      you      see  by     the  dawn's  ear  -   ]y       light,    What   so 

2.  On    the   shore,  dim   -  ly       seen  through  the  mists       of        the     deep,  Where  the 

Marcaio. 
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proud    -  ly 
foe's  haugh 


we 
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hailed 
host 


at      the      twi  -  light'B     last     gleam -ing!  Whose  broad 
in    dread      si    -  lence       re    -    pos  -  es —    What      is 
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Stripes  and  bright  Stars  thro'  the  per-il  -  ous  fight,  O'er  the  ramparts  we  watch'd  were  so 
that  which  the  breeze,  o'er  the  tow-er  -  ing  steep,    As     it     fit  -  ful  -  ly  blows,  half  con-' 
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gal-lant  -  ly  streaming?  And  the  rocket's  red  glare,  the  bombs  bursting  in     air,  Gave 
ceals,  half   dis  -  clos  -  es  ?  Now   it  catch-es    the  gleam  of  the  morning's  first  beam,  In  full 
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proof    thro'  the  night  that  our  flag   was   still  there : — Oh!  say  does  that  Star-spangled 
glo  -  ry     re  -  fleet  -  ed,    now  shines  in  the  stream  ;  And  the  Star-spangled  Banner,  Oh! 
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Chorus. 


ner  yet  wave,  O'er  the  land 
may  it     wave,  O'er  the  land 


of    the  free,  and    the  home   of      the  brave? 
of    the  free,  and    the  home   of      the  brave  I 
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Oh !  say  does  that  Star-spangled  Banner  yet  wave,  O'er  the  land  of  the  free,  and  the  home  of  the  brave  ? 
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And  where  is  that    band  who   so  vauntingly 

swore, 
That  the  havoc  of  war  and  the  battle's  confusion, 
A  home  and  a  country  shall  leave  us  no  more  ? 
Their  blood  has  wash'd  out  their  foul  foot-steps' 

pollution ! 
No  refuge  could  save  the  hireling  and  slave, 
From  the  terror  of  flight,  or  the  gloom  of  the 

grave ; 
And  the  Star-spangled   Banner,   in  triumph 

doth  wave 
O'er  the  land  of  the  free,  and  the  home  of  the 

brave ! 


O  thus  be  it  ever,  when  freemen  shall  stand, 
Between  their  lov'd  home,  and  the  war's  desola- 
tion ; 
Blest  with  vict'ry  and  peace,  may  the  heav'n 

rescued  land, 
Praise  the  pow'r  that  hath  made,  and  preserves 

us  a  Nation. 
Then  conquer  we  must,  when  our  cause  it  is  just, 
And  this  be  our  motto : — In  God,  is  our  trust : 
And   the   Star-spangled   Banner,  in   triumph 

shall  wave 
O'er  the  land  of  the  free,  and  the  home  of  the 
brave ! 


Dedicated  to  tlie  Giant  of  the  West,  all  Patriot  Republican  States  I  Glorious. 

aVo.  24.      REPUBLICANS,  LEAD  THE  HOST. 


"  With  Freedom's  soil  beneath  our  feet, 
With  Freedom's  banner  streaming  o'er  us. 
J.  It.  DBASE. 


Music, 
"  A  life  on  the  Ocean  Wave. 


1.  Oil, our  past      18  bright  and  grand 

2.  We  are  sprung  from  no  -  ble    sires, 

3.  We  are  broth-ers;  and     we    know 


In  the  pur  -  pie  tints    of 

As  were  ev  -   er  sung     in 

That  our  Un    -  ion    is       a 


time;  And  the 
song;  We  are 
tower,  When  the 


prea  -  ent  of  onr  hind 
bold  with  Freedom's  fires, 
fierc  -  eat  whirlwinds  blow, 


Point3  to    erlo  - 

ries    more  sub  -  lime; 

For  our 

We    are  rich 

and    wise    and    strong. 

Yea  on 

Atid  the  dark  - 

est     tern  -  pests  lower ! 

We  shall 
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des  -  ti  -  in-      is         won.        And  'tis     ours      to  lead    the       van,  Of   the 

us       are  free  -  ly  showered,      All  the     gifts      of    ev  -  ery      clime,       And  we 

sweep  the  land  and       sea,        While  we  march    in    uu  -  ion,     great;       For  -  ty 
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na-tions  marching     on, 
are    the  rich  -  est  dowered 

mill -ions    of      the      free, 

CIIO  It  us. 
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Of    the     mov  -  ing  hosts    of 

Of  . .    .      all      the  heirs     of 

With  the    stea  -  dy  step     of 


man. 
time. . 
fate. . 


Yes. the  star-ry  flag 


-  lone   Shall  wave   a-bove  the    van, 


As  the  nationssweep  a  - 
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long    To  ful  -  fill  thehopesof    man,  Hurrah!  Hurrah:  Hurrah!    As  the  nations  sweep  a- 
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long,  IIiirTah!IIurrah!Hurrah!     To  ful  -  fill  the  hopes  of 
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REPUBLICANS,  LEAD  THE  HOST.— Concluded. 


4  See  our  prairies,  sky-surrounded  ! 

See  our  sunlit  mountain  chains  ! 
See  our  waving  woods  unbounded, 

And  our  cities  on  the  plaind ! 
See  the  oceans  kiss  our  strand  — 

Oceans  stretched  from  pole  to  pole; 
See  our  might}'  lakes  expand, 

And  our  giant  rivers  roU.— Cho. 


5  Yes,  the  spirit  of  our  land, 

The  young  giant  of  the  Weal, 
With  the  waters  in  his  hand, 

With  the  forests  for  h>3  crest, 
To  our  hearts'  quick,  proud  pulsations. 

To  our  shouts  that  still  increase, 
Shall  yet  grandly  lead  the  nations 

To  their  brotherhood  of  peace  !  -Cho. 


SHINE  ON  OUR  LAND,  JEHOYAH,  SHINE. 


Ma.  25. 


8O0TCH. 


1.  Shine    on    our  land,  Je  -  ho-vah, shine, With  beams  of  heavenly  grace;  Re  -  veal  Thy  power  thro' 

2.  When  shall  Thy  name  from  shore  to  shore.Sound  all  the  earth  a  -  broad:  And  dis  -  tant  na  -  tiona 
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all     our  coasts.  And  show  thy  smil-ing    face, 
know  and  love  Their  Saviour  and  their  God  ! 
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Here  fix 

Thy  throne  ex  -  alt 

-  ed  high,  And 

Sing    to 

the  Lord,  ye     dis 

tant  lands,  Sing 
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lo  -  ry  stand:  And,  like     a  wall     a      guar-dian  fire,  surround  Thy  favorite  land, 
loud  with  sol  -  emn  voice;  Let  thankful  tongues  ex  -  alt  His  praise,  And  thankful  hearts  rejoice. 
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3  He,  the  great  Lord,  the  sovereign  Judge, 

That  sits  enthroned  above, 
Wisely  commands  the  worlds  He  made. 

In  justice  and  in  love. 
Earth  shall  confess  her  Maker's  hand, 

And  yield  a  full  increase; 
Our  God  will  crown  His  chosen  land 

With  fruit fuln ess  and  peace. 


4  God,  the  Redeemer,  scatters  round 

His  choicest  favors  here: 
While  the  creation's  utmost  bournl 

Shall  see.  adore,  and  fear. 
Our  native,  Eden  Land  will  join 

All  peoples,  tribes  and  tongues, 
In  praising  Him  with  thankful  hearts. 

And  glorifying  songs. 


Dedicated  to  the  National  Union  Veterans. 


No.  26.  TO  ARMS !  TO  ARMS !  GRAND  GUARD  ! 


L.  FAYETTE  STKES,  Elmira,  N.  Y. 
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L.  ENGELKE,  Phila.,  Pa. 
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1.    Oh!  Grand  Guard!  Oh!  Grand  Guard  I  no- ble   Vet' -  ran  Guard,  As 


victors  crown'd  and  bat  -  tie 
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scarr'd,  Th'  old  foe's  a  -  gain  a  -  broad,  Th'  old  foe's  a  •  gain   a  -  broad.  A  •  gain    he  dares  to  challenge 
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you      To    war  and  biood,  as    trai  -  tors   do,  'Gainst  peace,  and  love,  and  neighbors  true.  To 


£=3 

Et=t 


-^-•^E3 


rs    n 


iS-,4=- 


r#---» » J—  rJ 0 L_.— 


arms!  To  arms!  Grand  Guard!  Grand  Guard! To  arms  lye     bat    -    tle-scarr'dl 
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To  arms !  To  arms !  Grand  Guard  !  Grand  Guard ! 


2  Oh  !  Grand  Guard  !  Oh  !  Grand  Guard! 

valiant  men  for  right? 
So  strongly  nerved  by  holy  miirht, 

|| :  Can  traitors  thee  affright?  :|j 
They  floods  of  lies  and  frauds  unbar, 
And  whet  their  coward's  swords  for  war, 
Starvation,  hangings,  death  prepare 
For  thee!  for  thee!  Grand  Guard!  Grand  Guard! 
For  Thee !  ye  battle-scarrd  ! 

3  Oh  !  Grand  Guard!  Oil !  Grand  Guard  ! 

our  Columbia's  friend, 
To  Northern  foes  wilt  thou  attend? 

||:  Put  intrigues  to  an  end  ?  :|| 
They,  rotten -hearted  kn  ives,  demand 


The  right  to  curse  our  Fatherland, 
With  mobs  and  "leagues"  and  murder  bands! 
To  arms!  To  arms!  Grand  Guard!  Grand  Guard  ! 
To  arms !  ye  battle-scarr'd. 

1  Oh  !  Grand  Guard  !  Oh  !  Orand  Guard  f 
freedom's  bravest  sons ! 
Thy  glory  is  but  just  begun 

|| :  From  mighty  works  thou'st  done.   :[[ 
For  myriad  slaves  at  home,  abroad, 
For  broken  chains,  and  racks,  and  goads, 
Do  bless  thy  day,  sing  praise  to  God, 
For  thee!  for  thee!  Grand  Guard!  Grand  Guard! 
For  Thee !  ye  battle  scarr'd  ! 


Dedicated  to  the  Republicans  of  Pennsylvania,  with  their  steady  tmijoritU>s. 

No.  >J7.  THE  BATTLE  IS  BEGUN. 

MRS.  MARY  E.  KAIL.  Music,— "  Murrhing  Ihr;'  Georgia." 

1  Hark,  the  bugle  calls  to  arms  and  freeman  gather  near, 
Gallant  men  are  at  the  front,  and  we  shall  never  fear, 

Men  who  love  the  stripes  and  stars  are  proudly  marching  here, 
While  we  are  marching  for  th'  Union. 
Cho: — Hurrah  !  Hurrah  !  the  battle  is  begun  ! 

Hurrah  !  Hurrah  !  the  victory  shall  be  won  ! 
With  the  flag  of  Freedom  grandly  waving  in  the  sun, 
While  we  are  marching  for  th'  Union. 

2  Men  of  ev'ry  nation  inarching  proudly  side  by  side, 
Men  who  braved  the  ranks  of  death  and  enemies  defied, 
Garfield  for  their  candidate  they're  moving  in  their  pride, 

While  we  are  marching  for  th'  Union. 
Oho  : — Hurrah !  Hurrah !  the  battle  is  begun  ! 

Hurrah  !  Hurrah  !  the  victory  shall  be  won  ! 
Sound  the  bugle  thro'  the  ranks  until  the  work  is  done, 
While  we  are  marching  for  th'  Union. 

3  Let  the  opposition  boast  of  triumphs  while  they  may, 
All  their  foolish  boasting  only  opens  up  the  way, 
Gen'ral  Garfield  is  the  man  that's  sure  to  win  the  day, 

While  we  are  marching  for  th'  Union. 
Cho: — Hurrah!  Hurrah!  the  battle  is  begun! 

Hurrah !  Hurrah  !  the  victory  shall  be  won  ! 
Men  who  fought  to  save  the  land  are  shouting  as  they  come. 
While  we  are  marching  for  th'  Union. 

4  Onward  !  while  Columbia's  son's  can  boast  an  honest  name, 
Let  our  institutions  stand  without  a  blot  or  stain, 

By  the  ballot  we  shall  make  a  record  true  to  fame, 
While  we  are  marching  for  th'  Union. 
Oho: — Hurrah!  Hurrah!  the  battle  is  begun  ! 

Hurrah  !  Hurrah  !  the  victory  shall  be  won ! 
Garfield  for  our  President  will  go  to  Washington, 
While  we  are  marching  for  th'  Union. 


Ho.  28.       HE'S  FREEDOM'S  CHOSEN  SON  I 

ANON.  Tune,—"  John  Brown s  Boiiy.'' 

1  James  A.  Garfield  is  invited  to  the  White  House, 

He's  Freedom's  chosen  son. — Cho. 

2  The  Goddess,  Liberty,  now  waits  to  greet  him  there, 

He's  Freedom's  chosen  son. — Cho. 

3  That  grand  old  mansion's  for  the  Garfield  kind  of  men 

He's  Freedom's  chosen  son. — Cho. 

4  Just  pull  the  bell  and  James  will  come  and  let  you  in, 

He's  Freedom's  chosen  son. — Cho. 

5  And  Lady  Lucy  there  will  tend  the  Bill  of  Fare, 

She's  Freedom's  chosen  dame. — Cho. 

6  The  patriots  vote  is  sure  to  win  that  glorious  day, 

He's  Freedom's  chosen  son. — Cho. 


Dedicated  to  tTve  Anderson  Brother's  Republican  Campaign  Glee  Cluf>,  Veteran  Singers  for 

real  Republicanism. 

xo.29.  HAIL    TO  OUR  BEAUTIFUL  LAND! 


1  All  hail,  dpar  Columbia  !  the  land  that  we  love. 
Where  flourishes  Liberty's  tree." 
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1.  Hark !  hark  !  hark  !  o'er  the  swell  -  irig    gale,  Glad  sounds  of      tri  -  umph  come 

2.  Hark!  hark!  hark!  o'er  tire  roll  -  ing    sea      Is      heard    the  clash    of      steel  ; 
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Un  -  ion,     Un  -  ion  and   love  pre  -  vail,     And  dis  -  cord's  race    is      run,     And 

The  na  -  tion,    the       na-tion  would  be    free,     And  'scape  the.  ty  -  rant's  heel,    And 
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Allegro. 


J J ! | __J___N V        ,S        ,S | 

g=F*  — •— f^-h^*— 0— ;— ;— *— # 


= 


-T) » 

-  #^^#==#: 0 

dis  -  cord's  race    is      ran.  Shout  till  the    a  -  zure  vault  ech  -  oes    the  sound, 

'scape  the      ty  -  rant's  heel.         Toward  us   they  look   in   the     night  of  their  gloom. 
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Shout  till  each  val-ley  and  mountain  replies:  The  Union  forev-er,  the  States  firmly  bound, 
As tKey  their  flags,  bath'd  in  blood,  have  unfurl'd,  To  light  on  their  pathway  to  liberty's  home: 
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In  concord  and  union  shall  tower  to  the  skies,  In  concord  and  union  shall  tower  to  the  skies. 
We  stand  as  the  beacon  and  hope  of  the  world,  We  stand  as  the  beacon  and  hope  of  the  world. 
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HAIL  TO  OUR  BEAUTIFUL  LAND.— Concluded. 


Hail      to    our  beau  -  U  -  ful  land, 
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Shall    we  prove  false    to  thee?  nev-er!     We 
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pledge  thee  our  he:irt  and  cur  hand,  Our    glo-rious  Uu -ion 
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JSo.  30. 


MAKE  SURE  OF  LIBERTY. 


Francis  C.  Long. 
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Music — Old  German  Song. 
FISE. 
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na  -  tion's  birth-right  shall  a  -  bide,  Eur  -  rah  !  hur  -  rah  ! 
prin  -  ci  -  pies  are  still  our  pride,  Hur  -  rah  !  hur  -  rah  ! 
dis  -  cord  mars  our  stal  -  wart  band,  Hur  -  rah  !  hur -rah! 
broth-ers     join      a      brolh-er's    hand.  Hur  -  rah  !  hur -rah  ! 


hur-rah  ! 
hur-rah  ! 
hur-rah  ! 
hur-rah  ! 
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U.C.    O'er     sol    -    id      South  -  em       tyr  -   an    -   ny,     Hur  -  rah  ! 
We'll     nev  -    er     treat       it         as        a        'rag,'  Hur-rah! 


hur  -  rah ! 

hur  -  rah  ! 


nur 
hur 


rah! 
rah ! 
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The  hosts*  for    hu 
We'll  on-ward  niaroli,  we 
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Our  Chief  is  true  in  word  and  deed, 
Hurrah  !  hurrah  !  hurrah  ! 

The  country's  sure  he  mu3t  succeed, 
Hurrah  !  hurrah  !  hurrah  ! 

The  baffled  clemagoimes  may  roar, 

We'll  *  hold  the  fort'  for  four  years  more. 

And  blessings  pour  from  shore  to  shore, 
Hurrah  !  hurrah  !  hurrah  ! 
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4  The  North  and  South,  and  East  and  West, 
Hurrah  !  hurrah  !  hurrah  ! 
Deem  him  the  wisest  and  the  best, 

Hurrah  !  hurrah  !  hurrah  ! 
And,  comrades,  now  give  three  times  three. 
For  Garfield  and  for  victory  : 
Make  sure  of  preciols  liberty. 
Hurrah  !  hurrah  !  hurrah  ! 


Dedicated  to  the  Homes  and  Mothers  of  our  Fair  Land. 

X0..31.      FAIR  FREEDOM'S  HAPPY  HOME. 


"The  Land  of  the  free,  aDd  the  home  of  the  brave." 

Francis  8.  Key.     Star  Spangled  banner. 


Melody  by  LODER 
Inst. 


1.  A-wake  the  glad  shout.let  the  sound  ring  out,  Like  the  swelling  trum-pets  tone;'      """" " 

2.  Their  hands  unstained,  themselves  untrained,  In    the  bat-tie's  dread  ar  -ray; 
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And   the  song  shall  tell     to  the  world  how  well  Was  the  prize  ol     Freedom  won:  'Twas  a 
They  had  nerve  to    bear,    and     souls  to    dare,    The         ter-  rors    of    the   fray ;  Their  nerve? 
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gloom-y  day,    no      cheering    ray.    Shone  on     their  nn  -  trod  path, When  a    pa  -  triot  band  first 
were  steel, but  their  hearts  could  feel.Tlie  wrongstheir  coun-try   felt;And  they  braved  the  storm.un- 
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chorus. 
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made   a  stand    For    Ll!>  -  er -ity     or   Death.  Bat    the  work  was  done,  the  prize  was  won,  To 
moved  and  Arm,    To     God    a  -  lone  they  knelt.    And    the  work,  &c. 
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us    the  boon  has  come;  While  rolls  the  sea,  our    land  shall  be,  Fair  Freedom's  hap- py  home 


FAIR  FREEDOM'S  HAPPY  HOME.— Concluded. 


3  On  Bunker's  height,  at  deep  midnight, 

The  band  of  heroes  stood  ; 
We  may  trace  their  toil,  on  that  holy  soil, 

They  moistened  with  their  blood. 
And  all  that  day  the  fearful  fray 

Baaed  on  that  battle  field, 
And  the  foenian's  dart  pierced  many  a  heart, 

That  had  been  Freedom's  shield.— Cno. 


On  land  and  tide,  onr  country's  pride, 
Her  fluff,  to  the    reeze  was  .riven. 

From  its  starry  gleuttt.  i>y  luil  and  stream, 
The  toe  was  backward  driven. 

They  have  passed  away  like  a  quiet  day. 

Like  a  ripple  on  tin-  dee]). 
That  banner  waves  o'er  the  silent  gra 

Where  its  brave  defenders  .sleep. '-  Coo 


Dedicated  to  every  1'ntriot  Citizen,  the  Ballot-box  Qua nlian,  and  1'rotector  of  tin- 
Citizen  in.  his   liaLlot  box  JCitjhts. 


UTo.  32. 


F.  M.  C 


ONLY    A    VOTE! 

Do  you  hear  what  it  saith  by  its  silent  breath  ; 
To  be  true  to  the  Uuion  forever.'" 


F.  M.  Clabkk. 
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1.  On  -  ly    a  vote!  so  weak  and  small,  That  it  seeni3  a  nought  mid  the  mill-ion3   all ; 
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On  -  ly    a  vote  !  Yet  not     for  gold,  Can  the    loy 


• 
al    vote 


be  bought  and  sold. 
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On  -  ly    a  vote !  Yet  our  Fathers  brave,  For  the 
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tie  boon  their  life-blood  gave. 
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On  -  ly     a  vote  !  Yet  the  throne  of  kings    No  high-er   right 'to  manhood  brings. 
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2  Only  a  vote !    It  rests  with  you, 

By  its  cast  to  show  if  your  heart  be  true. 

Only  a  vote !    To  comrades  dead, 

To  your  vow  of  faith,  your  flag  o'erhead! 

Only  a  vote !  yet  I  ask  to-night, 

That  it  shall  be  cast  for  the  cause  of  right. 

Our  children  dear,  may  they  live  to  bless 

The  vote  that  gave  them  happiness, 


r 

3  Only  a  vote !    The  day  is  won 

By  these  little  votes  cast  we  one  by  one. 
Liberty's  cause  of  right  shall  be, 
That  we  keep  our  land  forever  free. 
Only  a  vote !     Shall  I  ask  of  you, 
Will  you  give  it  up  to  the  traitor  crew  ? 
Only  a  vote!  We  will  swear  to  heaven, 
For  Freedom's  flag  our  votes  are  given. 


m 


Dedicated  to  tlte  Volunteer  Army  and  Navy,  constant  guardians  of  the  dear  old  Flay 

No.  33.       THE  RED,  WHITE  AND  BLUE. 

"  It  still  shall  be  the  Flag  of  the  Free, 
Emblem  of  sweet  Liberty.'' 


1.  Co  -  lum-bia    the  gem    of   the    o-cean, 

2.  When  war  waged  its  wide  des  -  o  -  ]a-tion, 

3.  Ye  sons  of    Co  -  lum  -  bia  come  hither, 
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home  of  the  brave  and  the 
And  threatened  our  land  to  de  • 
And   join  in  our  songs  with  de  - 
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free,  The  shrine    of  each  pa  -  triot's  de  -  vo  -  tion, 

form.  The     ark    then   of    free-dom's  foun  -  da  -  tion, 

light,  May  the  wreaths  you  have  won  nev  -  er     with  -  er, 


A 

Co    - 

May  the 


world  of  -  fers  horn  -  age  to  thee, 
lutn  -  bia  rode  safe  through  the  storm 
star      of  your  glo    -  ry     grow  bright, 
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Thy  man-date  makes  he  -  roes  as  - 
With  her    gar- lands  of    vie  -  to  -  ry 
May  the    ser  -  vice    u  -  ni  -   ted  ne'er 
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sem-ble, 
o'er  her, 
sev  -  er, 

JL_ J L 

-ff 0 0— 


'lien 
When  so 
But 


Lib  -  er 

proud-ly 
hold    to 
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■  ty's  form  stands  in  view, 
she  bore  her  bold  crew, 
their  col    -  ors    so    true, 
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With  her 
The 
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banners  make  ty  -  ran-ny  tremble, 

flag  float-ing  proudly    be-fore  her, 

Ar  -  my  and  Na  -  vy  for  -  ev  -  er, 
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When  borne  by  the  red. white  and  blue. 
The  boast  of  the  red,  white  and  blue. 
Three  cheers  for  the  red,  white  and  blue. 
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1.  When  borne  by  the  red,  white  and  blue,    When  borne  by  thered,  white  and  blue,        Thy 

2.  The  boast  of  the  red,  white  and  blue,     The  boast    of  thered,  white  and  blue,     With  her 

3.  Threccheersforthered.whiteandblue,   Threecheersforthered.white  and  blue,        The 
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banners  make  ty  -  ran  -ny  tremble, 
flag  float-im;  proudly  be -fore  her, 
Ar  -  my  and  Na  -  vy    for  -  ev  -  er, 
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When  borne  by    the  red, 

The    boast  of    the  red, 

Three  cheers  for    the  red. 
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white  and 
white  and 
white  and 
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blue, 
blue, 
blue. 
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Dedicated  to  the  Republican  Party's  unquestioned  victory  in  1880. 

No.  34.  AWAKE  !   REPUBLICANS !   AROUSE ! 

"  Upward  I  upward  I  cleaving  the  oloudw,  into  the 
very  jawH  of  death,  went  that  victoriouB  host." — Chattakoooa. 

Muhic — "Johnny  Comet  Marching  Home, 


FRANK  BELL. 

1  Republican!  Awake!   come  forth! 

Hurrah !  Hurrah ! 
Arouse,  ye  patriots,  South  and  North, 

Hurrah !  Hurrah  1 
Bring  out  again  the  army  blue! 
Columbia  loudly  calls  for  you  ! 
For  G«»d  and  country  we  are  march- 
ing on. 

2  Awake!  Arouse  ye  in  your  might, 

Hurrah !  Hurrah! 
For  God  and  country  and  the  right, 

Hurrah!  lluirah! 
Together  marching  heart  and  hand, 
Roll  back  again  the  traitor  band, 
For  God  and  country  we  are  march- 
ing on. 

3  Hear  ye  the  taunting  traitor  boast, 

Hurrah  !  Hurrah  1 
"The  cause  for  which  we  fought  and 
lost, 

Hurrah !  Hurrah ! 
With  tissue  ballots  we  have  won  ; 
See  how  the  frightened  Yankees  run  !" 
For  God  and  country  we  are  march- 
ing on. 

4  Lives  there  a  man  who  dares  to  say, 

Hurrah  I  Hurrah ! 
When  loyal  men  have  won  the  day, 

Hurrah !  Hurrah ! 
' '  They  then  will  join  the  Rebel  shout, 
And  help  them  count  our  Leader  out  If 
For  God  and  country  we  are  march- 
ing on. 


No,  Mister  Hanrnck  never  can  ; 

Huirah  !  Huirah ! 
Command  a  vote  of  loyal  man, 

Hurrah !  Hurrah ! 
Against  true  '  counting  '  h^'d  array, 
And  bogus  President  obey  ! 
For  God  and  country  we  are  march- 
ing on. 

With  promise  false  and  lying  tongue, 

Huirah!  Hurrah ! 
Their  siren  song  of  pe"are  they  sung, 

Hurrah  !  Hurrah  ! 
Till  now  they  seize  the  s'arry  flac 
The  while  they  curse  it  as  a  "Rag  !  " 
For  God  and  country  we  are  march- 
ing on. 

Awake!  Arcuse!  our  banner  bright. 

Hurrah !  Hurrah ! 
Again  shall  lead  us  in  the  fight, 

Huirah!  Hurrah! 
The  flag  we  fought  for,  and  maintain. 
Iu  traitor's  hands  shall  ne'er  remain  ! 
For  God  and  country  we  are  march- 
ing on. 

Awake !  Wilt  thou  surrender  all 

Hurrah!  Hurrah! 
Upliftinga  by  rebellion's  fall  ? 

Hurrah!  Huirah! 
Arise!  defend  sweet  Freedom's  laws 
Against  old  foes  to  Freedom's  cause! 
For  God  and  country  we  are  march- 
ing on. 


Dedicated  to  the  Republican  Boys  and  Qiris.    May  they  be  Liberty's  true  children. 


No.  33. 


HOLD  THE   FLAG. 


J.  J.  GIERS. 

1  Rally  round  the  glorious  standard 

That  our  fathers  bore, 
Wave  on  high  the  flag  of  Freedom, 

Brothers,  as  of  yore. 
Hold  the  grand  old  flag  forever — 

Hold  for  open  schools; 
Hold  for  Garfield  and  for  Arthur; 

Hold  that  Freedom  rules. 

2  Join  them  all  for  peace  and  union, 

Patriots'  North  snd  South  ; 
Honest  money,  well-paid  lubor, 
Bread  for  every  mouth. 


Music—  -Hold  the  Fort.' 

Hark!  triumphant  strains  are  sound- 
And  our  banners  wave ;         [*Dg> 

With  such  leaders  we  must  prosper, 
And  our  country  save. 

Let  our  swords  be  turned  to  plow- 
Let  our  sabrts  rust,  [shares, 

For  great  leaders,  brave  and  honest, 
We  cnn  surely  trust. 

Let  us  make  our  land  an  Eden, 
Blessed  1  y  all  the  world, 

Guided  by  Hope's  starry  promise. 
On  our  fla^  unfurled. 


Dedicated  to  the  Stalwart,  Loyal,  Brave  and  Consistent. 

0  STAND  FAST,  DEAR  NATIYE  LAND. 

JyO.  »>f>.  "Call  a  bait.    The  days  of  vaporing  are  over."    Sen.  Z.  Chandler. 

Words  by  J.  E.  RANKIN,  D.D.  Music— German. 
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1.  O    stand    fast,      O    stand     fast,     dear 

2.  Look  a   -    bove,  Look    a   -    bove,    dear 
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na  -  tive     land!     0    stand  fast,       0    stand 
na  -  tive     land!  Look    a  -  bove,  Look    a- 
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fast,     dear     na  -  tive    land,   True  thy    heart  and  firm  thy     hand ;  God,  Je    -    ho  -  vah, 
bove,    dear     na  -  tive    land,  Doubt-ing,  wait  -  ing,  do    not     stand,  Cleave  to       God,    for- 
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"Where  his  voice  calls  thee    to       go,  Though  one  step  thou    dost    not    know, 
He's   the  God  thy     f ath  -  ers    knew,  Girt  for  what  thou    hast     to       do, 
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fast,       0    standfast,      O    standfast,    dear 
bove,    look     a  -  bove,  Look    a  -  bove,   dear 


na  -  tive  land,  dear  na  -  tive       land, 
na  -  tive  land,  dear  na  -  tive       land. 
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3  |1 :  Fear  not  man,  fear  not  man,  dear  native  land,:fl 
on  thy  bead  may  beat  war's  brand, 
Round  thee  bjttle  thunder  ;  Not  afraid  of  human 

might. 
Nobly  strike  thou  for  the  right, 
Forward,  forward,  Let  the  nations  wonder, 
Fear  not  man,  fear  not  man,  fear  not  man, 
Fear  not  man,  dear  native  land,  dear  native  land. 


4  J: Trust  in  God.  trust  in  God,  dear  native  land,  J 
Ready  for  his  command. 
Though  the  world  assail  thee,  If  with  justice  thou 

art  shod, 
Thou  art  safe  alone  with  God : 
Forward,  forward,  He  will  never  fall  thee. 
Trust  In  God,  trust  In  God,  trust  in  God, 
Trust  in  God,  dear  native  land,  dear  native  laud. 


JV^.  37. 


Dedicated  to  the  Loyal  Old  M.en  and  Women  of  the  Country. 

"SHIP  AHOY  !  WHERE  AWAY?" 


/ 


L.  FAYETTE  SYKES.  Elmira,  N.  F. 


1  O  Mother  of  a  mighty  race, 

Yet  lovely  iu  thy  youthful  grace." 


The  Pilot." 
Wm.  C.  Dhtant.  H.  MILLAIilJ,  by  \,<t. 
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A     cen  -  tu  -  ry        and  more  a  -  go, 
A   storm-ful    sky,     e'en  like  a    gale, 
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Our  grand  old    Ship     of  State   set    sail.       Our  grand  old  ship      of    State  set       sail. 
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She  looked  a  sea-queen, graceful  form,(0>n#. . . )   That  proudly  dar'd  the  mighty  storm. 
There  nev-er  sailed  in   (Omit )a-nysea,  A  ship  that's  better  mann-dthan(  ..)thee. 
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Better  mann'd  than  thee!  better  mann'd  than  thee!  But  hark!  it  is  the  patriot's  cry,    God  speed! 
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2  In  unbuoyed  waters,  reefs  submerged, 
She  laid  her  course  midst  treach'rous  bergs, 
The  northman's  star  held  light  by  night, 
||:  An  unseen  Hand  that  guides  arhrht,  :|| 
Her  helm  towards  Freedom's  lovely  shore, 
She,  Freedom's  Magna  Charta  bore: 
There  never  sailed  in  any  sea, 
A  ship  on  mission  great  as  thee! 
Mission  great  as  thee!  mission  great  as  thee! 
But  hark  !  it  is  the  Freedman's  cry, 
God  speed!  speed  thee  on  thy  glorious  way! 
God  speed!  bear  to  all  Freedom's  day  ! 


How  well  she  sailed  for  Liberty, 
Unshackled  bondmen  witness  thee; 
No  slaves  on  Freedom's  lovely  shore, 
|| :  Nor  chains,  nor  scourge  forever  more.  :|| 
A  God  blest  land,  a  God  blest  home, 
For  all  earth's  clans  and  tribes  may  come. 
There  never  sailed  in  any  sea, 
A  ship  that's  blest  all  men  like  thee. 
Blest  all  men  like  thee!  blest  all  men  like  thee! 
But  hark!  all  Lands  lift  high  the  cry, 
God  speed!  speed  thee  on  thy  great  reward! 
God  speed!  th'  Union  save  and  Freedom  guard! 


Dedicated  to  my  Comrades,  in  memory  of  the  time  we  kept  company  in  Camp, 
and  rallied  at  long  roll. 

No.  38.        VICTORY !  VICTORY  !  AGAIN  ! 


F.  M.  C. 


Swift  to  the  breach  his  comrades  fly- 
"  Make  way  for  Liberty  I"  they  cry. 


F.  M.  CLARKE. 


1.  We  are  com  -  ing    on,      we    are  com  -  ing    on,     From  the  East  and  from    the 

2.  Oh  !  no  arms  we    bear,    nor    a  sword  we  wear,  They  are  laid     on  com-rades 


. # M— r0 # T 

-£-»-— —hf- ^—  F »— *-FF 


.*— r  0  ■ 
! -»- 


-* fc-r-i- 


West,  And   a  -  gain   we    ral  -  ly     to   save    the  land,  And  the   flag     we  love     the 
graves,  For  sweet  flow'rs  now  grow  at  our  feet     be -low.   And     a-bove    our  own    flag 
fc      js  *3 
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best, From  the  Southern  brake,  from  the  Northern  lake.  From  the  wood  and  the  prairied  plain, 
waves.  We  are  here  for  peace,  for  the  land's  increase,  And  the  Union    to   still    maintain. 
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We    are  mug.  ter-ing  bold   as    M-e    did     of      old.  For  Vic- to  -  ry  once     a  -  gain. 
For  the  cause   of   the  right  and  from  dark  to    light  For  Vic -to  -  ry   once     a  -  gain. 


VHORVS. 
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3. 

We  the  ballot  bear,  that's  so  pure  and  fair, 

In  a  patriot's  love  hath  birth; 
It  shall  still  be  cast  while  this  life  doth  last 

For  the  dearest  flag  on  earth. 
Let  us  raise  on  high  our  grand  rallying  cry, 

Till  the  hills  all  give  back  the  strain. 
For  our  flag  we  will  stand,  for  our  own  dear  land. 

For  victorv  once  again. — Cho. 


When  the  fight  is  o'er,  when  the  roll  is  called, 

When  the  States  wheel  into  line, 
You. will  find  us  there,  as  we  always  were. 

For  our  Leader  all  the  time. 
For  the  freemen  brave — for  the  rescued  slave— 

For  all  these  we've  not  fought  in  vain, 
And  our  land  will  ring  out,  with  a  glorious  shout, 

For  victory  once  airain.— Cho. 


Dedicated  to  the  Borne  of  my  childhood,  the  dearest  spot  on  Earth  I  know. 

No.  39.    LAND  OF  ALL  THAT'S  DEAREST. 


'Hearts  and  Homes,  sweet  words  of  pleasure. 
Music  breathing  as  ye  fall.''     Heabts  and  Homes. 


GERXIaX. 


1.  To  thee  I've  de 

2.  To  thee,,  the    o 


•  vo  -  ted  my  heart  and  my  hand,  Thou  land  of  peace  and  free-dom, 
bedience  of  youth    I    will  give,    And  faith-ful  hom-age   of  -  fer, 
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Be-lov  -  ed    na-tive  land, Thou  land  of  peace  and  freedom,   Be-lov  -  ed 
So  long  as     I  shall  live,  And  faith-ful  homage     of  -  fer,    So  long  as 


na-tive  hand. 
I  shall  live. 
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3  And  thou,  Heav'nlv  Father,  0  give  me  Thv 

will, 
U:   To  my  beloved  country,  my  duty  to  fulfill. :  |l 


•i  May  I  ne'er  dishonor  by  word  or  by  land, 
|| :  The  home  of  all  that's  dearest,  beloved 
native  land.  :|| 


Dedicated  to  the  Republicans  of  JUassachtisetts,  the  firm  adherents  of  the  RigJit. 


3ro.  40. 


THE  ARMIES  OF  RIGHT. 


MRS.  MARV  E.  KAIL. 


H.  MILLARD. 
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1.  Our  country  has  passed  thro' the  darkness  of  night,    But  out     of    the  darkness  there 

2.  While  the  eagle  of  free-dom   is  mounting  on  high,  Till  it  dips  its  proud  wing  in  the 
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ceive  their  corn-mission  from  Heaven     a-bove.     Whilewith  Garfield  and  Arthur     sue 
vid  -  ed    we    fall  but     u  -  ni  -  ted    we  stand." 
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cess    is     se-cure,  We'll  uphold  Freedom's  flag  while  our  temples  en -dure,  And  as  broth- 
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ers  go  forth  in  thegrandeur  of  might,Our  mot- to  for    ev  -  er  is  truth  and  the  right. 
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THE  ARMIES  OF  RIGHT.— Concluded. 

3  To  the  breeze  float  the  banner,  the  Red,  White  and  Blue, 
Come  and  gather  around  it,  ye  noble  and  true; 

Let  North  and  the  South  lie  united  in  Dame, 

A3  together  we  march  to  the  summit  of  fame. — Cho. 

4  The  bugle  is  sounding,  come  hasten  away, 
For  the  dawn  is  unfolding  the  wonderful  day, 
When  our  leaders  united,  shall  marshal  the  line, 

And  the  glory  of  peace  o:er  the  nation  shall  shine. — Cho. 


iVo.  41.    THE  RADICAL  CAMPAIGN  SINGERS. 

F.  M.  c.  F.  M.  Clarke. 
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1.  We're  the  '  Rad-i  -  cal  Cam-paign  Shouters,' And  we  kick    up  lots      of     noi3e  ; 

2.  Oh,     the  De  -  mo-crats  howl  when  we  come  round,  Just  look  and  see  their  tear3, 


We      '  whoop  'em  up"  for  our    can  -  did-ate,  And  we    sing    to  please  the  boys. 
As  we  sing  'em    a  song,  and  we      tell    a  -  bout  Their    rocord  for  twen-ty    year3. 
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For     Gar  -  field  and     for    Ar  -  thur  we    will     make    the  wel    -    kin      ring, 
Their  taf-fy  is  burn'd,  their  solders  too  hard;  Their  met- al  has  lost       its       ring 
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And      on     the   Fourth  of    March,  next  year.  In     Wash  -  ing  -  ton    we'll      sing. 
You    wont  find  them    in    Wash  -  iug-ton    next  March    to    hear     us        sinsr. 


CHOR  US. 
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Gar  -  field      is 
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i  -    dent,  And    we    have  won    the 


day. 


We're    the  Rad-i-  cal  Campaign    Shouters,      Just    out     up  -   on       a  -tare," 


And    we    mean      to      put    Jim    Gar  -  field  in      the  Pres  -  i  -  den  -  tial  chair. 


Dedicated  to  the  Immortal  Patriots,  whose  martyrdom  for  Liberty  gave  us  Columbia, 


No.  42. 


JOHN  HOPKINSON. 


HAIL  COLUMBIA. 

"  Columbia,  Columbia,  to  glory  arise, 
The  queeu  of  the  world,  aud  child  of  the  skies." 
Timothy  Dwight. 


Written  in  1798. 
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1.  Hail     Col-um-bia!   hap  -  py   land!    Hail!  ye    heroes  heav'n  born  band,  Who  fought  and  bled  in 

2.  Immortal  patriots,   rise  once  more  Defend  your  rights.defend  your  shore, Let  no  rude  foe  with 
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freedom's  cause, Who  fought  and  bled  in     freedom's  cause.And  when  the  storm  of  war  was  gone, 
im  -  pious  hand, Let     no    rude  foe  with   im  -  pious  hand,In  -  vade  the  shrine  where  sacred  lies, 
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En-joy'd  the  peace  your  va  -  lor  won!  Let     in  -  de-pendence  be      our  boast,    Ev  -   er  mind-ful 
Of  toil  and  blood.the  well  earn'd  prize,  While  off  'ring  Peace  sin-cere  and  just,  In  heav'n  we  place  a 
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what    it    cost,                 Ev  -  er  grate- ful  for     the  prize,  Let     its    al  -  tar  reach  the  skies, 

man  -  ly  trust,           That  truth  and  justice  may   pre-  vail,  And  ev-'ry  scheme  of  bondage  fail. 
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Firm,     u 


ted      let 
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Ral  •  lying  round  our 
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HAIL  COLUMBIA.— Concluded. 
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a    band 


crs  Joined, 
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Peace  and  safe  -  ty 
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we    Bhall     And. 
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Sound,  sound  the  trump  of  fame, 
Let  Washington's  great  name, 
:  Ring  through  the  world  with  loud  applause, : 
Let  every  clime  to  freedom  dear, 
Listen  with  a  joyful  ear  ; 
With  equal  skill,  with  God-like  power, 
He  governs  in  the  fearful  hour 
Of  horrid  war,  or  guides  with  ense 
The  happy  times  of  honest  peace.     Cno:— 


7       V  "*    V 
4  Behold  the  chief  who  now  commands, 

Once  more  to  serve  his  country  stands! 

|| -.The  rock  on  which  the  storm  will  beat, :|! 

But  armed  in  virtue  firm  and  true, 

His  hopes  are  fixed  on  Heaven  and  you; 

When  hope  was  sinking  in  dismay, 

When  gloom  obscured  Columbia's  day, 

His  steady  mind  from  changes  free, 

Resolved  on  Death  or  Libert  v.     Cuo: — 


Dedicated  to  the  Living  Patriots,  Sole  Heirs  of  those  slain  to  save  Columbia  I 

No.  43.   THE  YOICE  OF  THE  NATION'S  DEAD. 


JAMES  NICHOLSON. 


1  Onr  flag  to-day  floats  high  with  pride — 
The  glorious  battle's  dearly  won." 


Tuse.- 


Annie  Laurie." 
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1.  From  mountain. iiill  and  val  -  ley,    A    warning  seems  to  come.     It        is    the  voice  of 

2.  At  -  tend,  ye  liv  -  ing  free-men  This  call  from  out   the  grave,    It  comes  from  faith-ful 
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si  -  lenee.  From  lips 
sol-diers,  Who    died 


by  death  made  dumb, 
our  land      to     save. 


C BOH  US. 

Oh!  hear 


the  sad 


re-frain.From 
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half    a  mill-  ion  slain, — Ah!  do  not  now   re  -  iin-quish  What  "we  have  died  to  gain. 
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3  While  muster'd  out  of  service 

We  moulder  into  dust: 
O  comrades  who  survive  us, 
Be  faithful  to  your  trust.— Cho. 

4  We  met  the  hosts  of  treason, 

On  many  a  battle-field, 
We  bravely  fought  for  freedom, 

We  died  -but  scorn 'd  to  yield.— Cho. 


5  Think  of  our  lonely  lov'd  ones, 

Who  still  with  you  remain, 
Think  of  their  sad  bereavement. 
And  now  the  right  maintain.— Cho. 

6  Stand  up  for  human  freedom, 

And  equal  rights  for  all. 
Till  at  Heaven's  grand  re-union. 
We  answer  the  roll-call.— Cho. 


Dedicated  to  the  Women  of  Ohio,  JToble  helpmates  to  the  attainment  of  the  h'ujh 
and.  honorable  position  of  the  State. 

Ifo.  44. 


Mrs.  MART  E.  KAIL. 


OHIO. 


H.  R.  McGOWAN. 
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1.  O    -  hi  -  o        I     love  thee,  for  deeds  thou  bast  done;  Thy       con- flicts    re- cord -ed     and 

2.  Commonwealth  grandly  rising    in    ma-jes-   ty    tall,      In  the   gir-  die     of  beau  -  ty     the 
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vie  -  to-ries    won,     On  the     pa  -  ges    of 
fair-  est  of      all,     Tho'  the  thunders  of 


his  -  tory,  beaming  and  bright,    0  -   hi  -    o    shines 
nations  round  thee  may  roar,  Their  strong  ti  -   dal 
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forth  like     a     star     in     the  night.  Like    a    star  flash  -  ing  out   o'er  the  mountains  blue  crest, 
waves  dash  and  break  on    thy  shore.  Standing  prouder     and  firm  -  er  when  dan -ger     is     nigh, 
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Lighting     up     with    its     glo  -    ry     the   land      of      the   west,  Thine's  a    step      on  -  ward 


With   a  power     to      en  -  dure     and    an    arm 


to 


de  -   fy, 
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hi    - 


shall 
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marching,    and  voice  to    command,      0  -  hi   -  o        I     love    thee,  my  own  na  -  tive  strand, 
spread  her  broad  Mings  to    the  world,    Her    bu  •  gles    re  -  sounding    and  ban- ners  un  -  furled. 
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OHIO.— Concluded. 

A  queen  in  her  dignity,  proudly  she  stands, 
Reaching  out  to  her  sister  states  wealth-laden'd  bands, 
Crown'd  with  plenty  from  harvest,  fruit  from  the  vine, 
And  riches  increasing  in  ores  from  the  mine. 
And  with  Liberty's  banner  unfurled  to  the  sky, 
Resolved  for  the  Union  to  do  or  to  die; 
Her  soldiers  and  statesmen  unflinchingly  come, 
Mid  booming  of  cannon  and  roll  of  the  drum. 
To  glory  still  onward,  we're  marching  along, 
Ev'ry  heart  true  and  noble  re-echoes  the  song, 
And  we're  pledged  to  each  other,  solemnly  wed, 
We're  bound  by  the  living  and  bound  by  the  dead: 
By  the  heroes  who  suffered  and  died  not  in  vain, 
By  our  glorious  flag,  free  from  tarnish  or  stain, 
By  the  North  and  South,  safely  guarded  by  sea 
Ohio,  my  home-land,  my  heart  clings  to  thee. 


Ko.  4.5.     THE  LAND  WE  LOYE  THE  MOST. 


ANTTOCH.    CM. 


Hymn  No.  1098,  "New  Methodist  Hymnal." 

HANDEL.    Arr.  by  L.  MASON. 
v       1  J*      J _> 
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1  Lord,  while    for    all      mankind     we  pray, 
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eve  -  ry  clime    and  coast,      0 
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for       our     na  -  tive    land,       The  land  we  love  the  ir 


most, 
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The 
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The    land   we  love  the 


m= 


land  we  love    the  most, 
land 
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The  land    we  love  the    most. 


most, 
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The    land    we    love    the    most, 
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O  guard  our  shores  from  every  foe, 

With  peace  our  borders  bless, 
Our  cities  with  prosperity, 

Our  fields  with  plenteousness. 
Unite  us  in  the  sacred  love 

Of  knowledge,  truth  and  Thee, 
And  let  our  hills  and  valleys  shout,' 

The  songs  of  Liberty. 


4  Here  may  religion,  pure  and  mild, 

Smile  on  our  Sabbath  hours; 
And  piety  and  virtue  bless 
The  home  of  us  and  ours. 

5  Lord  of  the  nations,  Thus,  to  Thee 

Our  country  we  commend: 
Be  thou  her  refuge  and  her  trust, 
Her  everlasting  Friend. 


Dedicated  to  xuy  Iowa  comrades  in  College,  Camp  and  Some. 

NOt  46       HIS  STEADY  HAND  WILL  GUIDE. 

F.  M.  CLARKE.  Mus-c,  'NANCY  LEE." 
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1.  Of       all....    the  men    the  coun  -  try      round, 

2.  The      day...       of     bat  -  tie  soon    will     show, . 


Heigh      ho!...       lads! 
Heigh      ho!...        lads! 
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ho !   Heigh       ho !.. .      Heigh  ho !     There's  none        like     Gar  -  field      to        be 
ho!    Heigh        ho!...      Heigh  ho!      Your      vie      -      t'rv     o'er      the     trai   -  tor 
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found, To       lead        to      vie    -    to  -  ry ! 

foe, That     hurls     him      to         the  dust. 


Tho'  trai-tor  crew  their 
For  country,  wives,  and 


b= 


IgfeE 


i v- 


:zj=d=*id 


■#-.-#- 


-ft 


t;» — »-+» — ■* — ■ ^-3 


worst  may   do,    what  -  e'er         be  -  fall,      His  stea  -  dy  hand  will  guide  our  land  from 
sweet-hearts  dear,    u    -    ni     -     ted  stand,  And  trea-son  crush  beneath  your  heel  thro'- 
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dan    -    gers,  all !     And  Lib  -  er  -  ty    pre-serve  the  right  for    great    and  small,  What- 
out         the  land,     The  sword  of  right  grasp  firm  and  strong  with-in     your  hand,  And 


CHOli  US. 
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ev      -      er      they      may  be. 
march      to      vie    -    to  -  ry. 


Re    -   pub    -    li  -  cans  A-rouse!  your  coun  -try 
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calls!  Stand      firm....        and     true!      U 


ted      be!      And    keep     for- 
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ev  -  er    in  your    own    dear  land,    The  land  of  sweet-ost  Li-  ber  -  ty  ! 


Dedicated  to  "  Sammy  Tilden,"  the  "Cipher  Alley"   1'hylosopher  up   Salt  Hirer.      Pity 
the  sorrows  of  the  'poor'  old.  man  I 

No.  47.  THE  8AME  0LD  CliEW. 

"  Giddy,  giddy  gout,  (thirty  tally  out." 
JAMES  NICHOLSON.  MuhIc,  "BEXNV  HAVENS  0." 
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1.   We  will    not    vota    for    Han  -  cock,     be -cause  we     nev  -  er    can,       Be- 
Hispart-ty  friends  li a ve    al-ways  been  op  -  pos'd    to        e  -  qual  rights,    But 
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CJiorus.  No,    Mis-  ter   -Han-cock,  please  excuse  lie  -  pub  -  li  -  cans  this  time,     We 

TJiat  work    is      too      sub-   lime, that  work     is      too     sub -limp,     We 
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lieve     that     for      our    Prea  -   i   -   dent      he       is       the  pro  -  p^r  man; 

Gar  -  field     will       up  -  hold     the     laws      for    blacks    as  well       as  whites. 
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wont      un    -    do      what  Lin  -  coin      did,    that   work      is         too 
wont      un    -    do      what  Lin  -  coin      did,    that  work      is        too 
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sub  -  lime, 
sub  -  lime. 


2  We  will  not  vote  for  Hancock,  because  he  is  allied 
With  men  of  basest  morals,  who  to  ruin  us  have  tried; 
When  slavery  with  its  fiery  mouth  hissed  treason  all  around, 
Then  Hancock's  party,  North  and  South,  to  sanction  it  were  found. 

Cho: — No,  Mister  Hancock,  please,  Ac. 

3  We  will  not  vote  for  Hancock,  we  must  protect  ourselves ! 
Our  workmen  paid,  nor  lay  their  tools  away  on  dusty  shelves; 
A  democrats  convention  can  have  no  good  intent, 

No  "  Superb  Major  General,"  can  be  our  President. 

Cho:— No,  Mister  Hancock,  please,  See. 

4  We  will  not  vote  for  Hancock,  his  men  in  every  State 
Would  bring  the  country  to  disgrace,  for  they  repudiate 
The  honest  payment  of  the  debt  rebellion  has  incurred, 

With  Garfield,  true  Republicans  are  bound  to  keep  their  worth 

Cho: — No,  Mister  Hancock,  please.  &e. 

5  We  will  not  vote  for  Hancock,  and  this  is  the  excuse; 
Throughout  the  land  to  vote  for  him  the  patriots  refuse  ! 

We  cannot  vote  with  men  who  do  our  "Public  Schools"  destroy. 
And  to  subvert  the  government,  their  subtle  powers  employ. 

Cho:— No,  Mister  Hancock,  please,  ic. 

6  We  will  not  vote  for  Hancock ;  it  never  shall  be  said 
That  loyal  men  will  e'er  forget  their  many  comrades  dead. 

Who  staked  their  lives  and  fortunes  for  our  country  and  its  laws. 
Who  fought  the  fight  of  liberty  and  saved  the  Union  Cause. 

Cho:— No,  Mister  Hancock,  please,  &c. 

7  We  will  not  vote  for  Hancock;  the  men  with  whom  he  trains, 
Once  tried  to  break  the  Union  up,  and  got  whipped  for  their  pains; 
And  as  we  love  the  coat  of  blue  much  better  than  the  grey. 

For  James  A.  Garfield  we  will  vote,  He's  sure  to  win  the  day. 

Cho:— No,  Mister  Hancock,  please,  etc. 


JVo.  48. 


Dedicated  to  all  who  Love  and  Appreciate  Liberty. 

AMERICAN  LIBERTY. 


Words  by  FREEMAN  SCOTT 


Behold  1  in  Liberty's  unclouded  blaze 
We  lilt  our  heads,  a  race  of  other  days. 
Charles  Spbague. 

mf 


Music  by  M.  KELLER. 
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1,  Dear    Li  -  ber  -  ty! 


most  fair    and  bright!  At  -  tract  -ing  like 


a  blaze  of 
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light  The       sons     of     men    from    ev     -     'ry  clime    To 

light  The  sons  of  men  from  ev  -  'ry  clime,  from  ev  -  'ry  clime, 
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this  our  land  our  scheme  sublime! 

To    this  Then  sinsr 


Then  sintr  friends  mer-ri 
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sing    the  song:  'Twill  Li  -  ber  -  ty    and  life    pro-long!  and  life  prolong!  Here  is 
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health,  Here     is  health,     and     joy, 
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AMERICAN  LIBERTY— Concluded, 
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all! 


So      come 


and 


sinir — 'tis    Free-man's 'tis  Free-man's    call. 
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all !  So  come  and  sing,  so  come  and  sing, 

2  The  world  ne'er  knew  a  wiser  plan  ! 
Devised  for  good  and  weal  of  man  ! 
Then  let  us  cherish  what  we  love, 
And  praise  our  Author,  God  above ! 

Then  siug  friends  merrily,  &c. 

3  Remember  Washington  the  great! 
Him  teach  your  sons  to  emulate ! 
His  virtues,  wisdom,  courage,  truth! 
All  qualities  to  ennoble  youth  ! 

Then  sing  friends  merrily,  &c. 
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4  Remember  all  our  ^reat  and  good 
Progenitors  who  firmly  Stood  ! 
Who  pledged  their  fortune,  honor,  life! 
To  Liberty  !  in  that  great  strife! 

Then  sing  friends  merrily,  <&c. 

5  Nor  North,  nor  South,  nor  East,  nor  West; 
United  only  are  we  blest ! 
No  patriot  teaches  other  creed — 
For  this  we  all  resolve  to  bleed  ! 

Then  sing  friends  merrily,  &c. 


Dedicated  to  the  Earnest  Workers  for  the  success  of  the  Republican  Party,  1880. 


JSo.  49. 


COLUMBIA  CALLS. 


L.  FAYETTE  SYKES.        "America  expects  every  Republican  to  do  his  duty." 
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1.  Co-  lum  -  bia    calls!    Ye  sons  of    hers  be    stir  -  ring!  Her  craf  -  ty     foe3  give 

2.  Co-  lum-  bia    calls !  Her  voice,  like  lov-  ers  greet- ing,  Ap-peals  to    thee,    0 
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^n -est  steel   And  dead-liest    balls.      Be  sure  they  feel    Her  ma-jes-ty's  con 
triot  band.  Lest  Free-dom   falls.  She  waves  her  hand  T'where  heav'n  and  earth  seem 
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'or  -  ring       Of  power  on     you,    her    gal  -  lant  knight,  In     God  -  given  right, 
meet  -  ing,  There,  guard  the     na  -  tive  home     of    thee    And     Li    -    ber  -  ty. 
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Dedicated  to  the  Representatives  of  Labor  and    Capital,   Twin 
Powers  of  the   World. 


No.  50. 

F.  M.  C. 
In  marching  time. 
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OH  !  SONS  OF  LIBERTY  ! 


F.  M.  Clarke. 


1.  Oh  sons   of  lib-er-  ty!      oh    chil-d 
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oil    cliil-dren   of    the  free,  Are  you  rea  -  dy    for    the 
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bat-  tie  with  the  foe?Tlien  raise  your  ban- ner  high,  with  a  loud   ex-ult  -  ant    cry, 
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And    by  your  votes  De-mo-cra-cy  lay  low.  Then  shall  wealth  and  happy  peace  Thro '- 
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out     our  land    in  -  crease,  And  the  glo  -  ry    of    our    na-tion    reach  the  sky. 
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2  Our  noble  patriot  sires  lighted  Freedom's  altar  fires, 

To  burn  and  shine  throughout  eternity— 
That  all  may  have  the  right,  be  his  color  black  or  white, 

To  taste  the  sweets  of  glorious  liberty; 
And  treason,  hell's  own  flower,  shall  never  have  the  power, 

To  find  a  resting  place  upon  our  soil. 

3  And  now,  my  patriot  men,  the  time  has  come  again, 

To  buckle  on  the  armor  for  the  fray  ; 
Brave  Garfield  is  our  pride  ;  bold  Arthur  stands  beside, 

And  with  I  hem  to  lead  we'll  surely  win  the  day. 
And  when  so  bright  and  clear,  dawns  the  4th  of  March  next  year 

We  will  place  them  in  the  White  House  :  Yes,  we  will ! 
Spoken.  —  And  don't  you  forget  it. 


Dedicated  to  the  Republican  Congressional  Committee,  Washlnyton,  It.  C. 


No.  61. 


FREEDOM'S   WATCHWORD. 


BESSIE  BEECH. 

1  If  you  cannot  in  this  contest 

Lift  the  loyal  standard  high, 
For  the  consecrated  union 

Thousand  martyrs  dared  to  die. 
Go  to  history's  living  pages, 

Trace  the  blood,  the  tears  and 

prayers,  [ord 

Where  our  Lincoln's  stainless  rec- 

Sacred  incense  always  bears. 

2  There  is  safety  but  in  union, 

And  the  principles  of  right ; 
Freedom's  platform  is  the  watch- 
word [might. 

Of  our  nation's   strength   and 
Ah !  remember  there  are  traitors, 

"Who  despise  our  dear  old  flag, 
And  they  still  intend  to  vanquish 

All  who  honor  that  "  old  rag." 

3  Never  let  one  son  of  Freedom 

Watch  the  starry  flag  unfold, 
But  their  hearts  respond  to  duty, 

And  they  dare  the  ensign  hold. 
If  you  cannot  help  the  Union, 

If  you  cannot  face  the  foe, 
Get  behind  a  coward's  bulwark — 

Never  dare  your  face  to  show. 


Tune — "  Your  MUtum." 

4  Freedom  needs  the  true  and  sturdy, 

Loyal  men  and  soldiers  brave, 
Who  would  dare  to  die  lor  country, 

Facing  death  her  name  to  save. 
If  ye  cannot  nobly  battle 

For  the  consecrated  flag, 
You  had  better  trail  your  colors, 

In  the  dust  your  banner  drag. 

5  Earnest  workers,  valiant  helpers, 

Come  from  hamlet  and  from  hill, 
Muster  from  the  farm  and  forest, 

Help  our  Union  quota  fill ; 
Rally,  every  one  for  Garfield, 

Where    the    sons  of    Freedom 
tread ; 
Let  an  army  march  to  conquest, 

Honoring  our  illustrious  dead. 

G  Hasten !  Hear  the  bugle  calling  ; 
Sweet  and  clear  its  echoes  float ; 
Father  Abraham,  we  are  coming 

To  respond  by  honest  vote. 
Garfield's  name  is  on  the  ticket, 
Honored    statesman,  strong  in 
might, 
For  his  record's  clear  and  stainless, 
And  he'll  guide  our  nation  ri^ht. 


Dedicated  to  the  Western  Reserve,  "Ofd  Reliable's  "  Home  and  Resting  Place. 

No.  62.  HURRAH  FOR  GENERAL  GARFIELD. 


CLEVELAND  LEADER. 

1  Ohio  is  the  banner  State 

Of  all  the  great  Republic. 
Who  dares  the  fact  to  underrate, 

We  will  the  saucy  cub  lick. 
Chorus  :  Garfield  leads  to  victory, 

At  home  or  on  the  far  field. 
Give  a  rousing  three  times  three; 

Hurrah  for  General  Garfield ! 

2  The  delegates  made  valiant  fight , 

Throughout  the   great  conven- 
tion. 
He  has  healed  the  party  split, 
And  closed  the  long  contention. 
Chorus. 

3  The    Democrats    may   skulk   and 

sulk, 
While  Garfield  stock  is  booming; 


Tune — "Yankee  Doodle." 

The  wise   will   leave  their  rotten 
hulk, 
That  sinks  to  certain  dooming. 
Chorus. 

4  They  can't  deny  the  man  is  true, 

And  never  was  a  shirker  ; 
He's  farmer,  statesman,  soldier,  too, 
And  loves  a  faithful  worker. 

Chorus. 

5  The  old  canal  he  used  to  sail, 

Has  led  to  wider  oceans. 

The  Ship  of  State  he  cannot  fail 

To  steer  through  all  commotions. 

Chorus. 

G  He'll  guide  her  as  he  did  the  boat 

Upon  the  Little  Sandy.       [vote; 

Then  every   man    turn    out  and 

The  band  plays  '"Doodle  Dandy." 

Chopus. 
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Dedicated  to  the  Republicans  of  North.  Carolina,  awaking  to  the  Glory 
of  the  Unshackeled. 
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AWAKE   TO   GLORY. 
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Music—  "Marseilles  Hymn 
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1.  Ye  son3  of  free-dom!  wake  to    glo  -  ry,     Hark!  hark!  what  my-riads  bids  you 

2.  O    lib  -  er  -  ty  !   can  man  re  -  sign  thee,  Once    hav  -  ing    felt  thy     glo-rious 


rise:  Your  children,  wives,  and  grandsireshoar-  y,     Behold  their  tears  and  hear  their 
flame  ?  Can  tyrants'  bolts   and  bars  con  -  fine  thee,  And  thus  thy  no  -  ble  spir  -  it 
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cries,      Be  -  hold    their    tears,  and  hear    their  cries !  Shall  law  -  less     ty  -  rants, 
tame  ?    And  thus      thy      no  -  ble    spir  -  it    tame  ?    Too  long  our    coun  -  try 
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mis  -  chief  breed  -  ing.  With  hire  -  ling      host,         a      ruf  -    fian    band,  Af  - 

wept     be  -    wail  -  ing,  The  blood-stained  sword    our    con-q'ror3    wield;        But 
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fright  and  des  -  o  -  late  the  land,  While  peace  and  lib  -  er  -  ty     lie  bleed-ing? 
free  -  dom    is  our  sword  and  shield,  And  all    their  arts  are    un  -  a  -  vail  -  ing. 


CHORTTS. 
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To      arms!      to  arms,    ye  brave!       The      pa  -  triot's  sword  un-sheath!     March 


-0—r-a- 


m^^FfF^ 


zzzzzzzj: 


'—0 — nj 


ifczzg— 


-?— ?— 


fe=fefe 


on,        march  on, 
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All  hearts  re  -  solved    On      lib  -  er  -  ty  or    death. 
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march  on, 


march  on, 


